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P R E F A QE. 

THE day is done 
• ••••• 

And a feeling of sadness comes o'er me 
That my soul cannot resist : 

Come, read to me some poem, 
Some simple and heart-felt lay, 

That shall soothe this restless feeling, 
And banish the thoughts of day. 

Not from the grand old masters. 
Not from the bards sublime, 

Whose distant footsteps echo 
Through the corridors of Time* 

For, like strains of martial music 
Their mighty thoughts suggest 

Life's endless toil and endeavour ; 
And to-night I long for rest. 

Read from some humbler poet, 
Whose songs gushed from his heart, 

As showers from tfce clouds of summer, 
Or tears from the eyelids start. 

And the night shall be filled with music, 
And the cares that infest the day 
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Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs, 
And as silently steal away. 

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. 

In the full and sure knowledge that I am not one of 
the " Master Bards sublime," but in the equally con- 
fident belief that my songs, etc., have at least " gushed 
from the heart," and with the fond and most earnest 
hope that they may — tho' e'er sae sma* — " soothe the 
cares that infest the day," I now offer my volume to 
the Public. 

I do so in no mercenary spirit : like him in whose 
footsteps I would fain follow (although a thousand 
miles behind) my dearest wish is — 

" That I for poor auld Scotlan's sake 
Some usefu' plan or beuk could make. 
Or sing a sang at least." 
For, 

Sin* schule-days, when a famous crammer, 

I crammed my " bit " — scarce that o' grammar, 

Fve had a love for rhyme an* rhymer 

Maist sterlin' Strang — 
Ye bards ! my firstlin' bairnie primer 

Was Doric Sang. 

That love for rhyme, rhymer, and (principally) Doric 
sang is the instigation — the "altar fire" of my present 
volume — " Lilts and Larks frae Larkie." 

WILLIAM STEWART. 

Grttnkan^ Machan^ 
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NAE PUIRHOOSE LAW WILL PAIRT USL 

YESTREEN, when nicht wi' canny care 
Slow steek'd the ee o' day, 
I thochtfu' toddled a' my lane 

By Gander's birken brae. 
As owre the velvet swaird I trod, 
These words I plainly heard — 
^ Ah ! Jeanie lass, we'd diflferent been 
Had Willie but been spared. 



" Lane, lane we sit on Gander brae, 
Bent doon wi' care and eild. 

Sweet Nature's fruit oor only food, 
Her trees oor only beild ; 

Oor sate the bonnie, bonnie .flooers, 
Oor bed the d«wy swaird — 
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Ah ! Jeanie lass, we'd different been 
Had Willie dear been spared. 

" Alane, alane — Ah ! wifie dear, 

That you sic grief should pree ; 
Nae haun save mine to stroke your broo, 

An* sooth the pain ye dree. 
*Twill break my heart to see you gang ; 

But oh ! my souFs regaird, 
I couldna, 'mang sic grief an' pain, 

I couldna wish ye spared." 

The plaintive, sad, despairin' words 

Fair melted doon my heart ; 
An' slippin' to whence cam' the soun's, 

I pushed the shrubs apart. 
There, haun in haun, an aged pair 

Sat on the dewy swaird, 
An' heart to heart they wailin' sighed — 

" Had Willie but been spared.* 

" Ah ! wifie dear," the auld man wailed, 

" Up life's dour, rutty hill 
For forty years, thro' thick an' thin. 

We've warsled no that ill. 
In ilka clud o' grief an' care 

A siller blink wad braird ; 
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But no ae starnie gilds oor gloom 
Noo Willie isna spared. 

" Wi' parent pride we watched him owre 

His bairnie heighs an' howes ; 
An saw him staun oor hope an' shield 

When eild had snawed oor pows. 
His hearth, his ha', his hope, his a' 

He freely wi' us shared ; 
But hooseless, hopeless noo we roam, 

When Willie isna spared. 

" We canna* work, we sha'na beg, 

We dauma, winna steal ; 
The puirhoose opes its gates, but na ! 

It winna be oor beil'. 
Ah ! Jeanie, lass, they'd pairt us there ; 

Then on this dewy swaird 
In ither's airms we'll welcome death 

Sin' Willie isna spared." 

I burst the boughs, I knelt beside 

The ae-souled, stricken pair, 
An' urged them, though they'd pairted be. 

To seek the puirhoose care. 
I telt them 'neath its shelt'rin' roof 

Their lives micht lang be spared ; 
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" Life ! life !" they wailed ; " what's life to us 
If no wi' ither shared! " 

Wi' trembling voice the auld man cried, 

" Oh, curse the cruel law 
That seeks to pairt an aged pair 

When pressed 'gainst poortith's wa'. 
Come nearer, nearer, Jeanie love. 

Creep closer to my heart. 
An' ken what God has joined in ane 

Nae puirhoose law will pairt." 



HOW THE PIERMAN " DID " HIMSELF. 

I TOOK the train frae Lav'rockha' richt doon to Glesca' 
toon, 

An' frae there to greetin' Greenock where the rain's aye 
peltin' doon, 

'Tis said it hauds the patent for a rainfa' nicht an' day, 

An' sae perpetual motion is established there for aye. 

They heard that I was comin', sae, to save my Sunday gear, 

They built a covered passage frae the station to the pier, 

They'd a special steamer waitin' me, wi' it I left their shore, 

Baith in an' oot as dry's a bass, en route for sweet Blairmore. 
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I landed, pefd the pierman, made a bargain square an' debt 
To soom oot to the steamer's side or pey again at nicht ; 
I thocht my words sae cuttin' that he'd let me back Scot-free, 
But I fand on my returnin' that my " cut " he couldna see. 
He met me, haun extended, gosh, I grupt it in a trice. 
But when he fand 'twas empty, faith, he held it like a vice ; 
Quo I, " I'm no' a mason sae ye needna try the grup," 
Quo he, " Ye'U be a " dipper " gin ye dinna tally up." 

Gosh I got sae awfu' huffy when he didna see my wit 

I trampit back alang the shore resolved to "do " him yet ; 

I'd a hauf peck bottle wi' me whilk I sooked as toom's could 
be. 

An' happy thochf, I'll square him yet, I filled it frae the sea. 

I hastened back an' met him ; he was waitin' on the pier, 

I let him see the bottle an' began to humbly speer 

Gin for a sook he'd let me pass an' board the waitin' boat t 

*^ Not for a jirble less," quo he, " than jist the bloomin' lot." 

I handed him the bottle, got aboard, an' frae the brig 

I saw him teethwize plunk the cork an' tak a hearty swig. 

Then owre his face there seem'd to steal a lang releegious 
look, 

An' whuslin' ower a polisman he offered him a sook ; 

' The bobby toom'd the bottle, then to attitude o' pray'r 

He drew the solemn pierman by the whiskers an' the hair, 

An' lood I heard him sweerin' as the steamer steam'd awa— 

" She'll rin ta offish in to ye for poisonin' ta law." 
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LINES ON RELEASING A BIRD FROM A LIMED 

STICK. 

OH, dinna flitter, bonnie bird, 
Oh, dinna flitter sae, 
I winna hurt your tether'd wing, 

I couldna be your fae ; 
I canna thole to see you thus, 

Sae awfu' fu' o' wae, 
I'll free your wing, wee hapless thing. 
Oh, dinna flitter sae. 

I see ye strisle oot my gate 

Wi' briestie a' apant, 
An' ken frae ilka human form 

•To hide yerseP ye want ; 
But, oh, believe me, in my heart 

I feel your ev'ry wae, 
I canna gang an' see ye wrang — 

Oh, dinna flitter sae. 

Mayhap within yon woody grove 

Your helpless nestlin's mourn 
Wi' dowie hearts an' hungry chirps 

Their mither's non-return ; 
An' maybe, noo, wi' anguished heart. 

Ye hear their plaints o' wae. 
But, till you're free, ye canna flee, 

Sae, dinna flitter sae. 
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Ah, noo, amang the dewy grass 

Your tiny heid ye bore, 
An' ostrich-like, in desert san*, 

Ye deem the danger o*er — 
Wee guileless bird, hoo short your dream, 

Ae tick, an' see ye hae 
Jist saftly fa'n within my haun'. 

But dinna flitter sae. 



Your briestie throbs against my luif, 

Your wee heart seems to say, 
" I'm in the snarer's clutches noo, 

For man was aye my fae ; " 
An' wha can blame ye, bonnie bird, 

Tho' siccan thochts ye hae, 
For wha but man sic wiles wad plan 

To hae ye captive sae ? 

See, there the limy stick's awa, 

Noo in this caller spring 
I'll bathe ye till this sticky stuffs 

A' afF your bonnie wing. 
Noo shake the pearly weet awa', 

Then, cumberless an' gay, 
Haste owre the hill, an' at your will, 

There flitter as ye may. 
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" GLAURIOUS " LARKIE TOON. 

MY lines are short an' jerky, 
The tune is — please yerseF, 
The theme is lairdie Larkie, 

A toon o* toon's the belle. 
It's what, ye say ? a clachan ! 

Unless ye want yer neck 
Screw'd roon like 'bacco speuchan 

Sic " says " ye'U better check. 
My cheil, there's loons in Larkie's boun's 

Wha'd ring yer crackit croon. 
Gin aince they heard ye'd named sic word 

To " glaurious " Larkie toon. 

Ye sumph, auld lairdie Larkie 

Has ** sights " the gods admire ; 
Just take it's public parkie, 

What's finer in the shire ! 
It's marble fountains splendour, 

Choke-fu o' gowden troot, 
Surpasses in it's grandeur, 

E'en grand Glengowan spoot ! 
It's station ! oh ! for railway show 

Nocht's like it roon an' roon ! 
An' dod, it's jimp twall meenutes tramp 

Frae " glaurious " Larkie toon. 
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Twall meenuts tramp ! wha'd grudge it ? 

That station en' to en' 
Has sights wad fill a budget 

An' tak a week to pen. 
Nae snaw nor rain can enter 

To weet it's cushioned seats, 
For frae its dome-clad centre, 

A* roon, the veesion meets 
A wilderness o' pentit gless 

Reflectin' saftly doon 
On gowd-gilt stiles an' costly tiles — 

Grand " glaurious " Larkie toon ! 

At sicht o' Grecian sculpture 

Ilk connoiseur's heart jumps, 
For true artistic culture 

Jist view oor princely pumps ; 
See hoo they grace auld Larkie, 

Man, toorists on the prowl 
Dump 'gainst them when it's mirky 

An' canna else but howl 
Sulphurous praise, sic starry rays 

In millions flit aroon' 
Their beeks an* broos in myriad hues 

In ^ glaurious " Larkie toon. 

What ? *^ Licht the lamps !" man kindly 
Reflect on what ye say, 
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Wha*d fash wi' lamps when grandly 

Oor moon — oor ain I say — 
Shines a' her shine exclusive 

On Larkie's ilka street, 
Wi' glitter sae delusive 

That a' aroon* oor feet 
The gutter seems a siller stream, 

Qwre guid for satin shoon. 
Lamps ! silly loon, oor ain, ain moon 

Lichts " glaurious " Larkie toon. 

Nae what ? " Nae gent's in Larkie !" 

Saint Crispin, don't look doon 
Wi* scunner on yer warkie 

In yellow-ochre shoon ! 
Na, saint, ye see this fellow's 

Saft, daft an' colour blin', 
An canna see " broon-yellow's " 

(Rank's stamp) shoes five to ane. 
Nae gent's ? Big Ben ! Name toon's ye ken — 

They're scarce, I trow, aroon — 
Wha's roll — don't sneeze — hauds twa M.P.'s, 

Like " glaurious " Larkie toon. 

Ach, umph, ye sumph, in ae short grumph 

I'll lump the subject roon — 
We want for nocht that's worthy ocht 

In " glaurious " Larkie toon. 
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"GLOWERIOUS" STONIS TOON. 

THAN Gleska, Lunnon's bigger, 
An' Biggar's bigger still ; 
But bigger faur and trigger, 

In the shire o' Swinmounthill, 
There staun's a witching ceety, 

Ca'd Stonis— Eh ! Puir chap I 
Ne'er heard o't ? Angel Peety, 

Your mercy saftiy drap 
On this puir weed wi' wudden heid, 

Sae cracket i' the soun', 
Wha's never heard a single word 

O' " Glowerious" Stonis Toon. 

Guid gracious ! whaur in myst'ry, 

Puir loonie dae ye stop ? 
Hae ye read " Prudential " history. 

Or leuked the " Standard " map ? 
Did you ever read the beuk, sir, 

That tells aboot a hen 
That ance hatched forth a deuk, sir. 

On Lunnon's muckle Ben ? 
"Fack, " quacked the deuk, wi* wildered leuk, 

" This Lunnon's big a' roon'," 
" Tuts " chucked the hen, " as big again 

Is ** Glowerious " Stonis toon." 
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" That big !" Guid gracious me, sir, 

We yearn wi' teeth an* een, 
Whene'er a park we see, sir, 

Or onything that's green. 
A Stonis lad an' lass, sir, 

Saw growin' in Millheugh 
Wee grossets, green as grass, sir, 

An' socht a " bawbee pu'." 
Fruit Guy first gazed, syne cried amazed, 

" The fruit's no hauflans grown." 
Quo' they, "They coax us ceety folks 

Frae '' Glowerious " Stonis Toon." 

Gey green ! Great guns an' poother ! 

Your gumption's gey obtuse ; 
Man, buy the " Fire Insurer," 

An' read the Stonis news. 
There, sir, ye'll see that learnin' 

^z.^ fires ilk Stonis blade. 
That Stra'ven micht be bumin'. 

An' deil the Fire Brigade 
They'd hae to fricht the spreadin' licht, 

Wild ragin' roon' an' roon', 
Till ance we'd seen their hose an' men 

Frae " Glowerious " Stonis Toon. 
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BONNIE HAMILTON 

BONNIE, bonnie Hamilton, 
I'll min' ye tUl I dee ; 
For in my inmost heart there is 

A lown, lown spot for thee. 
Altho' I canna claim ye 

As the place where I was born ; 
Ah 1 sweetest thocht 'twas there I spent 

My life's young simmer morn. 
There 'mong your mony bonnie scenes, 

I romped in laddie glee ; 
O, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton, 

I'll min' ye till I dee. 

O, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton, 

Gude kens hoo aft I yearn, 
To rove among your scenes again. 

As when langsyne a bairn ; 
Wi' Tommie Jones — sweet be his rest — 

An, caur}'-fisted Tam, 
I'd gleefu' scud owre Avon Brig, 

To manage to " The Wham." 
Then doon out-owre Auld Cadxow's wa' 

I'd keek wi' eerie ee ; 
O, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton' 

I'll min ye till I dee. 
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O, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton, 

When e'enin* playtime cam', 
Hoo aft in laddie-loupin' glee 

I've dook't in Avon's dam ; 
I've paidl't in its auld mill-lade, 

I've dived at " Braidstane's " side, 
I ken its ilka hole an' rock 

To where it joins the Clyde ; 
I've tummelt owre its Haughheid Brig 

Gaun doon the ^* caves " to see. 
O, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton 

I'll min' ye till I dee. 

O, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton, 

Fu' aft on nests intent 
I've trampt alang the auld Coo Road 

An' richt roon to the Bent ; 
I've speel'd the Cemetery wa' 

To view wi' bated breath 
The latest tenant's entry 

To the silent hoose o' death, 
Then doon I'd haste to Briggis Burn 

In youths forgetfu' glee. 
O, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton, 

I'll min' ye till I dee. 

O, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton 
In fancy ance again 
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I'm trampin' owre the gnarled roots 

That pave the Lovers' Lane. 
I tread again the rustic brig 

That spans the limpid burn, 
I see again my laddie joys 

Whatever way I turn. 
Again I scamper thro* the wud, 

The ** whale's big jaws " to see ; 
O, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton, 

I'll min' ye till I dee. 

O, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton, 

Fu' many years hae gane 
Sin' last I view'd your auld kirkyaird 

Ayont the Lovers' Lane. 
An' yet the nicht I leeve again 

That lang gane simmer e'en. 
When strayin' 'mang its quaint auld stanes 

Wi' cronies « Doug " an' " Frien'." 
They quaked my heart wi' creepy tales 

Anent its watch-hoose wee — 
O, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton 

I'll min' ye till I dee. 

O, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton, 

Forget I never shall 
The mony happy 'oors I've spent 

Beside the " Whusky Well," 
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An' aft when weary miles I'd ran, 

Daft Jamie in my wake, 
Hoo eagerly I socht its shade, 

My fever'd thirst to slake. 
I see it yet, its caller flood 

In fancy noo I pree — 
O, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton, 

111 min ye till I dee. 

O, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton, 

Hoo often I hae trod, 
In careless, guileless, happy glee 

Oot bonnie Bothwell Road ; 
An* aft I've speeled the Ducal'wa* 

To view what's said's the stane 
That marks the spot where dozens lie 

O* Covenanters slain ; 
Then, stripp't, I've splitter'd 'neathfthe Brig 

It's war-time bit to see — 
O, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton, 

I'll min' ye till I dee. 

O, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton, 

Had la" Wizard's " pen, 
I'd paint your beauties owre an' owre 

Till a' the warld wad ken 
What sichts historical, an' sic, 

There's in an' a' aroon' 
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Your busy, bonnie, flourishin', 

Dear, grand auld Burgh toon. 
O, in my inmost heart there is 

A lown, lown spot for thee — 
Dear, bonnie, bonnie Hamilton, * 

1*11 min' ye till I dee. 



THE BARD'S ANTICIPATIONS 
(Are oft wasted wV the washit^s). 

•«JT NTICIPATION forward points the view,'^ 
X®X An' paints prospective joys in rosy hue ; 

The hour arrives — 

We fin* joy's hives 
Hae maist their hiney herrit frae them. 

Ay, ay ! the maist * 

O' joys are best 
In gleefu' looking farrit tae them. 

Ae nicht thro' the winter, cauld, weary, an' wat, 
I sorted my pownie, an' then I was quat ; 
I kenndt my pipe for the hameward-gaun ** Uaw,^ 
Got ilk haun in its nest, an' was trudging awa*, 
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When the maister cried — *^ WuU, man, here, hover a blink, 

I'll staun' ye a " hooker " — is't yull that ye drink ?" 

1 thenkit him kindly, an' said, wi' a smirk, 

" For warmin' cauld stamacks nocht bates the Auld Kirk,^^ 

" Ye're right, WuU," says he, " We may gang to the ** Free," 

The '' Barracks," the " Hall," the " E.U.," or " U.P.," 

But oor hearts are faur warmer, oor hauns are mair free 

Wi' the strings o' oor purse when the Auld Kirks in oor 
ee." 

Then he boasted and lauched till I thocht he wad choke 

An* sae pleased was he syne at his weel-turned joke 

That he stood me twa "hookers," then says he — **Wull, 
this while 

YeVe been unco sair wrocht, tak' the morn to yerseP." 

In my ain mind I whispered, " God bless ye, Auld Kirk^^ 

Alood I said " Thenk ye," an' stapt into the mirk. 

The wun howled fu' lood, and the hail peppered doon, 

On my lang weary road thro' the lang dreary toon, 

But I carena a bodle for wun or for hail — 

" The nicht's but the nicht, I've the morn to mysel*." 

Then my fancy took wing and the pleasure was rare — 

There I sat a' serene in my auld easy chair. 

My muse seemed to sing wi' a heav'n-gifted power, 

An' I catched mysel' say " Robin's glory is owre !" 

^* Ay," I .cried, " in a wee the hale world will tell 

What a blessin' 'twas WuU got a day to himsel' !" 
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Thus I blew my ain trumpet an' shouted encore, 
Till my nose got in co. with a hauf-open door — 
Faith, my feet had gane right, tho' my heid was in blame, 
For when stars left my een, dod, I saw I was hame. 
Ay, hame, and full stretched a' my length on the flair, 
Wi* my taes in a pail, an' my heid 'neath a chair. 
An' the wifeock thrang say in' '* blin' mortal again ! " 
Says I, " Haud yer tongue, lass, the morn's a' my ain." 
" The morn a' yer ain ! " " Oh," says she, " whit's this noo ? 
Ye was aye kin o' daft, but ye're clean crackit noo." 
" Daft or crackit," says I, " it's the truth that I tell, 
The maister has gi'en me the morn to mysel'." 

She stood musin' awee, then her face lichted up. 
And she crackit her thooms like a carter his whup, 
Syne she said, in a tone that I never dispute — 
'* There's the key o' the shed get yer wheelbarrow oot, 
Get it creeshed sae's the weans winna fricht wi' its skirl, 
111 get washin' the morn while the triplets you hurl." 

" Anticipation forward points the " view," 

The ** points " a' richt, the view is ofttimes ** blue,^^ 
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THE FLITTIN' DAY. 

AULD Daddie Time's a steady, sturdy chiel, 
Wha 'tends his wark wi' steeve unflaggin' zeal ; 
For years untold his " silent wheels " he's turned, 
An' never ance he's had an axle burned. 
Na, slid and sure, they circle nicht an' day 
Frae New-Year's mom richt roun' to Hogmanay. 
The noo they've brocht, wi' a' its joy or wae, 
The gladsome, gay, or gurly flittin' day. 

The flittin' day's a hairst day ilka year 
Wi' white-wing'd Hope an' darksome pinioned Fear, 
For in oor breists they constant war wi' ither, 
An' keep oor min's harassed 'twixt sure an' swither. 

'Tis years sin' noo, but weel I min' o't yet, 

The wife resolved that we wad mak a flit ; 

Sae e'en to keep things peacefu', quate, and douce, 

I lookit for an' got anither hoose. 

Things a' went smooth till jist the nicht before 

The flittin* day ; the wife then stertit war. 

The bairnies howled ; she whackit as she packit ; 

She storm'd an* pushed me 'boot till, nigh distrackit, 

I thenkfu' was to hear her rathfu* grumph — 

" Get aflf to bed ye useless muckle sumph. " 
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Noo a' the row was jist because I*d broke 
A cheeny saucer an' a soor-dook crock. 

Next mom, quoth she — " The cairter's forrit noo ; 
Get up an' sen' him hame, he's stottin' fu* — 
Nae stick o* mine will gang upon his cairt." 
** Guid wife," quo' I, " quite easy keep yer heart : 
The cellar's there, I'll lock him 'mang the coals, 
Then you an' I will dae the job oorsePs." 

The cairt was wee, but wi' a canny care 

I built an' built, till, toorin high in air. 

The last bit boyne was plantit a' secure. 

I crackt my whup, the horse gade afF like stour 

Straucht doon the road as hard as it could spin, 

Me yellin' " whoa !" a yaird or sae behin'. 

Aff flew a chair ; a boyne next huslin' cam*, 

Pack'd fu' wi' cans o' marmalade an' jam. 

It strack my heid an* emptied 'boot my lugs, 

An' filled my neck fair fu' o' bits o' jugs. 

Wi* bluid and jam my claes were slittered o'er, 

Yet on I flew twice faster than before ; 

For richt in front an* ice-cream barrow stood, 

An' jist 'hint that an organ, squeelin' lood. 

Oh, wad I catch't ? oh, na ; it smashed the barrow, 

Crushed through the organ, squeesin' oot its marrow.. 

Aff flew a wheel, an', as a final throw, 

A' whumelt owre into a Punch's show. 
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Nae show it is without a Punch, they say ; 
I was the Punch and punched I was that day, 

Guid folks keep min' 'tis better far to stay 
Than flichty flit, tho' 'tis the flittin* day. 



THE CLOCK ON THE STEEPLE IS RAVELT. 

THE folk in auld Larkie are angry the noo, 
And a' roun' about there's a hullabaloo,} 
They swear Daddy Time has got donert or fou*. 
For the clock on their steeple is ravelt. 

Ae dial, sirse me, says it's whit ye may ca't, 
The ither says this, an' the tithe r says that, 
While the fourth a' the rick-ma-tick contradicts flat, 
Oh, the clock is maist angersome ravelt. 

The face airtin' Machan staun's wantin* a haun', 
An' hoo that's allowed I can ne'er unnerstaun', 
For Fm bidin' there, 'sides the Clergy an' San, 
Dod, it's awfu' that oor side is ravelt 

The side lookin' doon by the Baths an' the '* Tin " 
Is whiles a bit farrit, but aftener ahin' — 
Five days oot the sax the " Field Lasses " sleep in 
Through the lover-like clock bein' ravelt. 
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The Union Street folks hae a union in haun' 
To rig up a clock sae's the drunks in the " Dan " 
Will can dae z! their fechtin' ere Sunday's b^an, 
For their Saturday nichts are aye ravelt. 

In the keen keekin', craw pickin' ken o' the kirk 
The " Buffy " folks bouk for their Biblical mirk, 
But can they be blamed tho' the sermon they shirk 
When a stane for a clock keeps them ravelt. 

Dod, auld Daddy Time o' yer daein's think shame, 
An' strive in the future your fame to reclaim, 
Min' steady gaun Larkie can ne'er be ^he hame 
O' onything squinty or ravelt. 

Put a haun on the dial that airts where / bide, 
Put haun's an' a face on the " Buffy's " blin* side, 
Gar the ither twa donnert anes sink a' their pride^ 
■ An' let nane o' the fow'r mair get ravelt. 



THE BONNIE VIRGIN SNAW. 

LINTV, lichtsome lovely simmer 
Tak's again her wonted nap, 
An' ance mair auld Daddy Winter 
Spreads owre a' his bonnie hap. 
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Ay, jist bonnie, that's the wordie, 

For, oh, Where's the ane ava 
Wha is bat-blin' to the beauty 

O' a sea o' virgin snaw. 

Owre the lanely, lanely raoorlan' 

Cast your e'e wi' me the noo, 
An' ye'll tell me there's a something 

Maist angelic in the view — 
Like the yirth when first created 

There it lies withoot a flaw, 
For as yet mankind's a stranger 

On that sea o' virgin snaw. 

We hae laugh'd an' daft'd fu' merry 

Owre sweet simmer's gowden lea, 
We hae waked wi' sang o' birdie. 

We hae droused wi' hum o' bee ; 
We hae romp'd through moor an' woodlan' 

Frae sweet morn to gloamin's fa', 
But we ne'er forgot the comin' 

Joys o' winter 'mang the snaw. 

See yon mountain in the distance 

Wi' the sun fair on its tap, 
What a scene o' mighty grandeur 

Wi' its seemin' diamond hap ! 
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A' the wealth o' man's creation — 

Diamonds, sapphires, gowd an' a' 
Couldna match that mountain's splendour, 

Wi' its croon o' virgin snaw. 

Mark yon curler far ahint us, 

Wi' his bizzom in his haun', 
Ilka motion says " Important 

Is the errand whilk I'm gaun ; " 
Hear the merry shouts ayont him — 

" Dinna soop her. Oh, she's braw ! " 
As the stane gangs curlin' teeward 

Through the lane o' soopit snaw. 

See yon skaters, ruddy, rosy, 

Glidin' glegly here and there, 
Swift as swallow in the simmer 

Is their circles through the air ; 
Hear their merry, cheery lauchter 

When a learner has a fa', 
Dod, the doctors will be sweerin' 

At the halesome virgin snaw. 

Owre ayont the loch's the village 

Wi' it's quaint auld-warld streets ; 
Come we'll wander there, and witness 

Darin' deeds an' fearless feats. 
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Tween the schules there's waged a battle, 

An' this day the doughty twa 
Meet to settle whilk is victor 

At a fecht amang the snaw. 

See, ilk side has picked its captain ; 

Noo, twa umpires maun be wal'd ; 
Dod, the cheeky little rascals 

Hae their dominies assailed ! 
Hear the lauchin' and hurrahin' 

As the auld grey heidit twa 
Gleefu' tak' their posts o' honoiu: 

In the fecht amang the snaw. 

" Tae the line, men 1 " shouts the captains, 

" Mak' your balls ! " the umpires cry, 
" Mak' your balls ! " the captains echo, 

" Squeeze them hard an' pile them high ! 
Shouts the umpires — ** When you're ready 

We will let this hanky fa'," 
" Ready, ready ; a' are ready ! " 

" There, then ; at it 'mang the snaw ! " 

Oh, the fun, an', oh, the frolic, 

A' are snaw frae heid to fit ; 
See they've closed an' riibbin' ither, 

Ilk ane lauchin' like to split. 
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E*en the auld grey-heidet maisters 
Fling their umpireship awa', 

An' wi' laddie-loupin' pleesure. 
Pelt ilk ither wi' the snaw. 

Thus they battle till the gloamin' 

Settles doon an' mak's them quit, 
Then aroon' the cheery ingle 

Rosy-red they lauchin' sit 
Many a thrang o' sang an' story 

Flits too sune the 'oors awa' — 
Oh, there's pleesures by the hunner 

In the time o' winter's snaw. 



M*GINTY. 

HERE am I a postie chiel, 
Noddle spinnin' like a wheel, 
Feet and legs dung to the deil, 

Seekin' for " M'Ginty." 
Oh, for guidsake help a cheil, 

Ere his reason's squinty ! 
Where the deil, an' whit the deil, 
An' wha the deil's '' M'Ginty ?" 
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" Name's familiar," ilk ane says, 

" Though ne'er seen him all my daj^s ; 

No ! I don't know where he stays." 

Blast that cheil, " M'Ginty." 

Nicht an' day I've socht the toon, 
Socht it up an' socht it doon^ 
Door by door a' roon an' roon — 

Search'd it for " M'Ginty." 

Up ilk stair I've yell'd the name, . 
Through ilk close I've dune the same, 
Lots o' things in answer came. 

Never ance " M'Ginty." 

Frae a close a pack o' dougs — 
Back'd by scores o' weel filled mugs — 
Flew aboot my legs an' lugs. 

When I yelPd " M*Ginty." 



Frae a door a flood o' suds — 
Hauf a bag o* frosted spuds — 
Spoilt my nose and fylt my duds, 

When I cried—" M'Ginty ! 
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Deary me ! I'm heartless wae, 
Soulless, I micht nearly say ; 
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Baith my buits are soleless tae, 

Seekin* for '* M^Ginty.'* 

Oil, for guidsake help a chiel, 

Ere his reason's squinty ! 
Where the deil, an' whit the deil, 

An' wha the dell's " M'Ginty ?»' 



A CRACK WI' AIGHTY-NINE. 

GUIDWIFE, bestir, lug oot your bun. 
The greybeard warsle ben, lass, 
The steeple clock to chap's begun — 

Sax — seeven — aight — nine — ten, lass j 
Quick, plunk the cork^leven — twall I 

That twall's a doobly true ane, 
Its clinket in the auld year's skull, 
An' howdied hame the new ane. 

Hail, aighty-nine ! Come, toddle ben, 
Shair's ocht we're gled to see ye ; 

The bairns, mysel', an' wifeock Jen 
Are a' on edge to gie ye 

A tossie, true Scotch welcome in — 
What ! greetin' ! — granin' raither ; 
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Your teeth ! waesuck, they're shairly shune ; 
Eh ? grievin* for yer faither ? " 

Hoot, toot, to grieve ne'er fash your heid, 

He was a feckless driddlin' 
Deleerit loon, wha's better deid, 

For naeither guid nor middlin' 
His conduct's been. Hae there's a drap ! 

Hoots, coup it up — eh ? wonders 
Will never cease ; he laughs, the chap, 

An* swears he'll sort Dad's blunders. 

Bravo, my chick, keep up the cheer, 

On faither's death ne'er ponder. 
But jump wi' joy on Daddy Care, 

An' smash him fiat's a flounder ; 
Frae Poortith's tail yerk oot the stang, 

Gar Sorrow loup fu' frisky ; 
Na, guidsake — droon the gruesome gang 

In full birr Hielan* whisky. 

Gee up guidwife, your haun's bestir, 
Be bun nor bottle spared nae, 

Doon Pleasure's snab we'll row Joy's gin 
Alang wi' new born Naerday. 

I like the sparkle o' his e'e, 
I loe his honest face, lass. 
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I*m shair he'll better you an* me, 
An' a' the human race, lass. 

Here's tae ye, lad, Hip, hip, hurrah I 

May a' that's guid attend ye 
Richt through your reign till Hogmanay 

Comes roun* aince mair to en' ye. 
To sen' us wealth an' rowth o' health, 

May wun' an' weather speed ye 
Owre Time's big sea, an' when ye dee 

May ane as guid succeed ye. 



A DAY AT THE ICE. 

OHO, boys, oho, for a day at the ice. 
When auld, snell Daddy Frost bauds a' saft in his vice ; 
When the shouts of the curlers — an' shouts they're in style, 
Glegly thro' the clear air gang for mair than a mile. 
Sam Hims, cannie sowl, says thae shouts ane an a' 
Are sweers, muckle sweers, comin' rink-breenth in raw. 
That the Elder himsel*, when his stane gangs ajee, 
Thraws his rev'ren' auld mou' hissin' oot a big D I 

That, " D," Mr Hims, could be a' ways construed, 
For the lave o' the letters were 'tween his teeth glued ; 
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Ye heard a big ** D," na, an' maybe an " A " — 

Twas ' damaged ' just ' damaged/ the man*meant to say ! 

Noo damaged, or dagont, or dash it, ye'll see, 

Gin ye're ocht o' a scholar, aye starts wi' a D. 

But na, Mr. Hims owre oor thrapples wad cram. 

His view that the " D " could be metred with * ham.' 

Oh dear, deary me ! There are bodies ca'd men 

Wha think they ken a' that's ocht worthy o' ken. 

But pair shauchlin' craters, their ken's a' a sham. 

When they'd daur e'en to think that a * D ' rhymes wi' ham ; 

Och, gin they'd be poets at winkin' they'd see 

" D " metres not ham-creesh, but creesh kitchenTfee': 

Oh deil tak thae blethers wi' lugs aff the fang 

Wha crack like a bellman wi' tongue a yard lang. 

Then ho, boys, aho, for a day at the ice. 

Where the king and the cadger are frien's in^a trice. 

Where the cairter — Rough Rabbie — directin' Mess John, 

Cries " Ye buzzum lift that ! Noo ye deevil, be on ! 

Put yer pith tul't, an' dinna be frichtit ye fa* — 

Ach, dagont, ye rascal, ye're no here ava ! 

Soop, soop there, ye wabsters ! — as aesual — ^a " hugg !" 

Man, Clergy, at curlin' ye're jist a humbug." 

Where the Shirra plays " third," an' the poacher, his skip, 
Wi' his bannet scarce coverin' his last prison "clip " 
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Cries " Shirra ! that's theirs ! noo, it's fair on the tee ! 
Gie't a full '* saxty days," just the same's ye gaed me ; 
Noo, na, dinna be fear't, gie't a daud on the lug 
That'll sen't to the middle o'— ah he's a " hugg !" 
Ye hanged it, ye rascal ! Man, Shirra, awa' ! 
Ye've nae richt to hang, it's clean contrar' to law." 

Last Wednesday the loch held a roUickin' corps, 

A' dults at the curlin' but demons to roar ; 

111 tell o' their playin', o' jokes it's the best, — 

But na' — '* it's an ill bird that fyles it's ain nest." 

I was ane o' the corps, sae I'll charity show 

To the hale merry lot, an' mysel' chief o' a' ; 

But gin 'twema* that Want's hungry weans were the price> 

I would still cry aho for a day at the ice. 



CALEDONIA. 

0BOLD Caledonia ! land rarest on earth ! 
How noble thy huge rugged mountains ! 
How peaceful, how soothing the songs of thy rills^ 
How grand the wild dash of thy fountains. 

O, brave Caledonia ! thy flow'r-cover'd vales, 
And cloud-piercing mountains so hoary, 
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Inspired thy youths' heroes to drain their hearts' core, 
Ere peered be thy glory in story. 

O, rare Caledonia ! here valour, true worth, 

And beauty are blended together ; 
Thou'rt nurse of the martyr, the hero, and bard, 

Rare land of the thistle and heather. 

O, grand Caledonia 1 as wild mountain flood 
Adown thy dark passes comes bounding, 

So^leapt the proud blood of thy heroes of old 
When gathering pibrochs were sounding. 

O, stern Caledonia ! thy primitive foes 

From Denmark and Rome were astounded, 

When staunch to the shock, like a huge moving rock, 
Full on them thy hardy sons bounded. 

O, free Caledonia ! stern Liberty's stamp'd 
On thy plains, hills, valleys, and mountains; 

It sings in the trills of thy pure purling rills. 
It roars in the dash of thy fountains. 



i 
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THE DOMINIE'S LOVE AFFAIR. 

YE'LL a' hae min' o' Tammie— wee Tammie o' "The 
Wham," 

Or, as we used to ca' him, Wee Leery, Bleery Tam ? 

The maister thocht him " sumphy " but I, his chum at 
schule. 

Considered aye wee Tamie mair rogue a lump than fule. 

'Tis true he aye was " bottoms " (oor bottoms kent that 
same 

When stuck wi' preens an' needles fu's the cushion is at 
hame) ; 

But, ah, he was a stunner, and gif ye list a wee 

I'll tell ye o' a prank he play'd on Dominie Macfee. 

Macfee, ye see, was owre the lugs in love wi' Jeanie Shaw ; 

They'd swappit herts, an' everything was settled 'tween 
the twa. 

Fair Jeanie had a rival, though. Big washerwife Macnair 
Had washed for nocht the maister's duds some nine lang 
years or mair, 

Expectin' aye he'd mak' her his, for better or for worse ; 

He never thocht to chinge her thocht — ye see it saved his 
purse. 

Ae day she heard 'boot Jeanie Shaw, an wrote him pretty 
smert 

Demandin' fifty pounds in cash, or else his haun' an* hert. 

Here was a mess. The Dominie sat doon in wild despair 
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An' wrote twa letters, ane to Jean, and ane to Dame 

Macnair — 

In Jean's he said : " My dearest love, excuse this sudden 

haste ; 
But we must married be at once ; no time there is to waste ; 
I won't get down to town this week, so pray tell Mr. Ford, 
The Registrar, to get our names at once put on the * board.' " 

Then fiercely an* wi' frenzied speed he wrote to Dame 
Macnair — 

^ You hag ! what do you mean by this confounded love 
affair? 

Send back the trousers and the shirts I sent you down to 
mend, 

Andjknow from this henceforward our friendship's at an end." 

He then addressed twa envelopes an' thrust in each its note, 

But in his wrath an' hurry to seal them he forgot. 

He ca'd oot Leery Tammie, an' bade him hurry doon 

An' gi'e the twa epistles to their owners in the toon. 

When oot, Tam read the notes, then changed the wrappers, 
I declare — 

Thus gi'ein' Dame Macnair's to Jean an' Jean's to Dame 
Macnair. 

Puir Jean wus dang demented. The Dame wi' joy socht 
Ford, 

An' in a gliff the Maister's name an' her's was on the " board ;" 

Then, fu' o' joy, she socht Macfee, an' roon' him threw her 
arms; 
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He madly dashed a jar o' ink aboot her buxom charms. 

Then owre the flair they wildly rowed ; an' oh, it was a scene, 

When lo ! within the schule appeared puir wranged, in- 
dignant Jean. 

A pail o' whitewash stude at haun' — she slashed it owre the 
twa, 

Then wi* the besom, oot the schule, she cleared us ane an' a'. 

What happened next I dinna ken, nor hoo they cam' to gree ; 

But three months later Jeanie Shaw was Mistress John 
iVlacfee. 



ELECTION TIME. 



e LECTION time, Election time, it hauflins dang me 
gyte, 

For a* that hatred-hatchin' time 'twas naething but a flyte, 

A mixtie-maxtie flytin' fecht betwixt the wife an' me, 

Anentin' whether she or I should vote for oor M.P. 

The wife, ye'U see frae what I've said, is donnert as a goat 

'Boot a' concemin' Parliament, or that it's men that vote ; 

In fact she kens as much 'boot thae as Adam kent 'boot Eve 

Whon first he yearned, an' prayedi that she could be, an wi' 
him leeve. 

Noo Adam aiblins thocht, puir cheil, that ane was hardly 
wecht 
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To widdle through an' fecht alane this warld's weary fecht : 

But gin he'd had a votin' sheet to mark as I ha'e hain, 

He'd maybe thocht, as I hae thocht, he'd better been his 
lane. 

But, na, blest Adam never kent 'boot hangt election fash, 

His only fash was wark, an' as he didna work for cash 

His better-hauf ne'er thocht to watch an' coont up day by 
day 

To tell him to a thrip'ny bit what pay he ocht to hae. 

Nae weekly washin's soor'd her soul an' dang her wark agee» 

Compellin' him at denner time to dae wi' reekit tea, 

Cauld chitt'rin* Tam an' soapy knives — Eh, happy, happy 
lot! 

The secret o' the hale affair was Adam had nae vote. 

An' sae he delved, an' sowed, an' pruned, nor thocht owre 
Eve to boast 

Anentin' he bein' on the roll 'twas he should rule the roast ; 

An' she, douce wife, 'boot woman's richts had never cause to 
chirm, 

For in richt, in micht, an' pow'r they were an equal-aqual 
firm. 

Oh, Adam, man, I envy ye, an' yet atweel I don't. 

For gin I'd leeved in your blest time by noo I'd been 
" beyont." 

Na, na, I'd rather fecht the wife to wield the votin' pooers 

Than lie as you are lyin', though in Eden's bonnie booers. 
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LINES ON " AULD JAMIE," THE ROADMAN. 

(a worthy surfaceman, 93 years of age, 
and working daily. 

IN that year o' langsyne, auchteen hunner an' twa, 
When the wheat price was big, an' the tattie ane sma', 
When the whusky — auld Hielan' — was threepence a gill, 
An' folks ne'er pa/d a maik till they'd drucken their fill ; 
When the tipplers could tot in the pubs " but or ben " 
For as lang as they liked, nicht an' day, without en' ; 
When the kirk-folks aft moistened their travel-parched mooths 
Wi' a gill, ere they slockened their spiritual drooths. 

When their lang weary tramps through the moor an' the 
heather 

Made the temporal thirst fully waur than the ither ; 

When the farmers, still blamed for their greed o' gear granes, 

Assembled in scores, owre their ancestors' banes, 

An 'oor before kirk-time, ilk Sabbath-day morn, 

To talk 'boot the price o' beans, barley, an' com. 

Or to solemnly plan, amid sanctified sighs, 

When the price o' fresh butter a penny wad rise : 

When the hale auld precentor, his openin' psalm's done, 

Slippit solemnly oot for "a blaw o' his gun " : 

When the beadle, douce Body, thrang preein' his mull 

On a gravestane ootside, thocht *' the beads aff a gill 

He could easily blaw, gin his frien' o' the dask 

Wad help." " Oh, wi' pleasure — maist heartsome the task," 
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Sae, agreeing at once, to the Inn they wad gang, 

Wi* never a thocht they were daein' ocht wrang — 

They kent braw an' weel a bit *oor they micht spen', 

An' be back in the kirk ere the " thirdly " wad en' : 

When the folks, though they aft took a dram on the Sunday^ 

Were mair true than folks noo in their dealings on Monday : 

When the — Tuts, I maun snibble the wheel o'that "when,** 

For it seems like a pudden, it hasna an' en'. 

What I mean to be at, it was then, unnerstan', 

That the life o' a noo famous worthy began ; 

An', though thus ninety something full towmonds hae gane 

Sin' he toddled Clyde's valley, a throughither wean, 

His marrow for teuchness, for smeddum, for ocht, 

I think ye'd scarce fin' though braid Scotia ye socht. 

He's the pride o' his squad when the wark's in a birr, 

He's the king when his corps ca'in' jollity's girr ; 

But when jirbles o' Kirsty's unchristened's gaun roon 

He's the rantin'est, readiest, roUickin' loon 

Ere quaffed, wi' a cheer, sociality's horn. 

Or shouted " Hurrah ! Here's to mair o't the mom ! " 

He's sae pawky that gentle an' semple alike 
A' kittle him up, till, like bees frae a byke. 
His auld farrant tales in innum'rable thrang 
€!ome lauchin'ly oot Or, when jokers amang. 
The wit aff his tongue rushes pat and elate, 
As free an' as fresh as the Clyde in a spate. 
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The Minister, Dominie, Doctor, an' Veet, 
A' deem his glib humour a positive treat. 
Though he while's sen's them afF wi' a " flee i' their lug," 
He's a kind o' acquaintance they never wad shug. 
The Doctor declares he the Druggist's wheel clogs. 
Says " an 'oor o' his fun's worth a poun's worth o* drogs." 
That it lang may be sae, e'en the Druggist, I'm shair, 
Will truthfully utter, " Amen to the prayer." 



SOME PROVERBS. 

QVAILIN' through this age o' hurry, 
\®/ Some clap on their ev'ry sail, 
Lest, perchance, their neebours worry 

A' the tatties, scones, an' kail. 
Mom an' nicht they grasp the tiller — 

Broken health's the consequence — 
Wailin' aye the want o' siller, 

Never ance the want o' sense. 

Silly mortals ! Luck's in leisure, 
Gar'd grow grass is ill to grow \ 

What avails a heapit measure 
When life's stream is ebbin' low ? 
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Never think till brain is weary, 
Ne'er 'gainst nature rise in strife ; 

He is wise that's timely wary, 
Constant guddle shortens life. 

Aye when faes against ye blether 

Let yer conscience be yer judge ; 
Ilka envious notion tether, 

Ne'er owre honour's kerbstane budge. 
Coont like Jews, but gree like brithers, 

Lichtlv neebour's failin's scan : 
Last — the foond o' a' the ithers — 

Noo an' always be a man. 



WHAT IS FRIENDSHIP? 

^\EE yon river, smoothly flowing 
\2/ On its course so deep and wide. 
Till a stone, its head upthrowing, 

Makes the waters quick divide. 
Such is Friendship. 'Tis a river 

Smoothly flowing from the heart ; 
Yet one angry word may sever 

Friends whom troubles ne'er could part. 
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Ah 1 but see, the stone they're rounding ; 

Quick the waters meet again, 
Now with one accord they're bounding 

Smoothly onward to the main. 
Friendship's so. In each hurt bosom 

Love again will flourish green ; 
No ! That word will grow and blossom 

Till a forest lies between. 



HOO AN AMISS KISS AT A MISS BROCHT A 

BUTCHER BLISS. 



W] 



I^E dougies, a kiss 

Frae an unwillin' miss 
Is bliss a' amiss in the sicht o' the law, 
But dougies read this 
An' ye'U see hoo a kiss 
Brocht bliss no' amiss in the sicht o' us a'. 

A'e day as butcher Geordie Winch 
Was scrapin* banes for meat to minch 
A bonnie lass leaned owre his binch 

To smell some steak, 
When quick he glued his mou' an inch 

Below her beek. 
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He glued it ticht, then lood he smackit ; 

She as a favour didna tak it, 

For by the law she got him whackit 

Sae michty sair 
That Geordie's purse was tot'lly wrackit 

His fine to square. 

The Press took*t up. A lawyer crater 
Wha held in trust frae some testator 
A lot o' siller, read the maitter 

And cried — " My sang, 
m bate this Winch chiel heirs the catter 

Fve held sae lang !" 

'Twas truth he spak, Winch was the heir 
He'd adverteesed for for a year, 
His antecedents proved it clear, 

Sae in a crack 
He handed Geordie a' the gear 

Got through his " smack." 

Ye dougies, a kiss 

Frae an unwillin' miss 
Is bliss a' amiss in the sicht o' the law ; 

But dougies, the bliss 

O' bauld Geordie's stown kiss 
Was this gowden bliss o' a thousan' or twa. 
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THE DEIL'S AIN FIRELIGHTER. 

LANGSYNE a wife ca'd Jenny Fife 
Leev'd in the toon o' Easy ; 
Her plaintive wail at ev'ry meal 

Was " gie's my meat braw greasy ; 
Fling oot that tea, an' bring to me 
Some fresh eggs frae the cavey, 
Then doon wi' ham an' dauds o' scone, 
An' I'll wash a' owre wi' gravy. * 

She constant sat an' guzzled fat, 

Ham, lamb, an' a' things oily. 
Till roun' an' roun', frae tae to croon, 

She got as stoot's a byllie. 
The deil's big lowe got unco howe ; 

He wonnert hoo he'd richt it. 
He flafFed his wings, an' tried a' things 

Within his pow'r to licht it. 

Wi' rossit bricks an' tarry sticks 

He fed the deein' bleezy. 
A' wadna dae ; quoth he, " I'll hae 

To try't wi' something greasy ; 
An' od's my life, there's Jenny Fife, 

She'll kin'le up like poother." 



48 LILTS AND LARKS, 

Sae quick as thocht he up an' brocht 
Fat Jen doon on his shoother. 

Sae ended Jen, and shair her en' 
Could hardly been ocht brichter ; 

Though if mair licht she'd fed, she micht 
Ne'er ended as a " lichter." 



I CARENA A DYTE FOR THE MERRY GAUN 

FAIR. 

I'M aff frae the glare, the earsplittin* blare, 
An' awfu' hubbub o' the merry-gaun Fair, 
An' a' by my lane in this velvety glen, 
I'm the happiest chiel o' them a' dae ye ken. 
Faur yonder the sky is a rosy-red dye, 
Reflectin' the lichts o' the " Geggie " and " Fly," 
But faur frae their steer I hae pleasures mair rare, 
An' I carena a dyte for the merry-gaun Fain 

Yon eerisome wail frae the horses-on-rail 
At an antrin-time floats on the saft simmer gale^ 
But the distance sae quells its sae bluid-curdlin' yeUs 
That the corn-craik's craikin' its horror dispels. 
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I'm no jist that auld that my heart should be cauld 
To the daffin* an' fun o' the young an' the yauld, 
But I'd faur raither wair a' my time an' my care 
On this sweet Nature's glen than the merry-gaun Fair. 

Oh, moments like this are as sweet as the kiss — 
The first kiss o' love when a smacker is bliss ; 
Ohy moments like noo are as pure as the voo — 
The a'e minded voo o' twa souls that are true. 
The gloam saftly fa's 'boot the auld quarry wa's, 
Ilk wee slqepy birdie it's nicht adieu ca's, 
An* a' is sae rare that I truthfu' declare 
I carena a dyte for the merry-gaun Fair. 

Ye bodies wha like to, as bees frae a byke, 
Gang bizzin' and quizzin' in fever-heat fyke 
Ye're welcome to gang to the merry-gaun thrang, 
An' lick up the sweets that will soor afore lang ; 
But ye wha'd eschew a' sic pleasures untrue, 
Come daunner wi' me in the gloamin' an' view 
The sichts a' sae rare under Nature's ain care, 
An' ye'U carena a dyte for the merry-gaun Fair. 



K 
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TRADE REQUIREMENTS. 

A GROCER requires a sweet, plausible tongue ; 
A Draper maun gab like a parrot \ 
A Hatter can ne'er be a hatter ava 
Unless there's some slates afT his garret. 

A Barber, to catch ither people's bawbees, 

Maun aye hae some bees in his bannet ; 
He maun ken 'bout ilk match at footba' an' such, 

Ilk foot race, wha ran an' wha wan it. 

A cobbler maun ken 'bout political things. 

Read over a ballad or chant it ; 
He maun coup afT his dram, o' the drama be fond, 

An' provide a new sole when it's wantit. 

Thae Clerks in the Banks, wi' their lang spin'ly shanks, 
Are noodles — there's nane will gainsay it ; 

Ance a year they're on pook for a stick wi a crook. 
An' by hook or by crook they maun hae it. 

A ** Black Gown " maun preach, " never think a man bad 
Though the coat that he wears is a thin ane ;" 

A Painter maun ken hoo it possible is 

Got o' three coats o' contract to " skin " ane. 
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To say that a Tailor's the ninth o' a man 

I wad never be such a reviler, 
For if claes mak' the man^ govey, nine men in ten 

Belang body an' sowl to the Tailor. 



THE CUIFS O' LAV'ROCKHA'. 

THERE'S some queer, queer kin' o' bodies 
In oor ancient Lav'rockha', 
Soor, fusty, fractious toadies, 
In oor ancient Lav'rockha'. 
They never sinned — they couldna — 

They're sae saintly ane an' a' ; 
They ne'er e'en smiled — nor wadna — 
Thae puir cuifs o' Lav'rockha' 

Ane scarce daur speak the Doric noo 

In ancient Lav'rockha'. 
The " guid folk " a' abhor it noo 

In ancient Lav'rockha'. 
It's so " vulgah," it's so " common," 

It's " not Bible talk you knaw," 
Says ilk thing ca'd man an' woman 

O' thae cuifs o' Lav'rockha' 
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I'd gayly wear white weepers 

For thae clods o' Lav'rockha' — 
Thae weedlin', whinin' cheepers 

O' oor ancient Lav'rockha' ; 
For the sooner they're " uplifted " 

Twill be better for us a', 
For they're too too finely sifted, 

Thae puir cuifs o' Lav'rockha*. 

There's as guid folk, guid be thanket, too, 

In ancient Lav'rockha', 
As e'er were hapt wi' blanket, too, 

In ancient Lav'rockha', 
They're a' honest, blyth, an' jolly. 

An' true Christians ane an' a'. 
Though they don't feign melancholy 

Like the cuifs o' Lav'rockha', 

Then i fig for a' thae cheepin' cuifs 

In ancient Lav'rockha' — 
Thae gimin' groanin', weepin' cuifs 

In ancient Lav'rockha' ; 
We will speak the hamely Doric, 

We will lauch, sing, dance an' a', 
An' ilk cantin' gait abhor it 

O* thae cuifs o' Lav'rockha'. 
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THE LASS O' LARKIE TOON. 
(a reply to an advertisement). 

I SEE there is a Larkie lass, 
That ne'er " gets on the boose," 
Who fain wad get a husband 

Through your famous Weekly News, 
Noo, Sir, the lassie's shairly blin\ 

For gif she'd keek aroon' 
She'd see there's plenty bachelors 
In cantie Larkie toon. 

Sir, I'm a Larkie chiel' mysel', 

Wha'd tak' her fast enough, 
If 'twasna jist I'm kin' o' feart 

My wife micht tak' the huff. 
But giff the lass by Machan way 

Wad tak' a stap aroon', 
Fd guarantee to fit her on 

Wi' " Haggis " Willie Broon. 

An' gin wi* " Haggis " for a man 

She wadna like to dwell, 
Tliere's Francis Blin', the fiddler chiel', 

Or Andrew o' the bell, 
There's Higgins, tae, the sodger, wha 

The snab's board carries roon , 
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The/d a' mak' rattlin' husbands for 
The lass o' Larkie toon. 

Noo, Maister Editor, I'm shair 

IVe offer't geyan weel, 
An* faith, 'twill no be my fau't if 

She disna get a chiel', 
An' giff she weds ane oot the lot 

Whase names I've here set doon, 
I'll buy the first bairn's cradle 

To the lass o* Larkie toon. 



SPRING. 

OH, merry spring ! oh, cheery spring 1 
Pet season o' the year. 
All hail thy sunny smiles that bring, 

Sae muckle, merry cheer ; 
By Hielan' hill an' Lowlan' plain, 
Wi' youthfu' glee you've been. 
And bid Dame Nature wake again, 
And don her garb o' green. 

Oh, merry spring ! oh, cheery spring ! 
How rare thy ilka mom, 



TO A LARK, ^ 



Now nursing dewdrops fondly cling 

To infant buds new born ; 
Now Phoebus basks on emerald hills, 

And gilds the grassy lea — 
And siller sheens the rippling rills, 

That sing wi' merry glee. 

Oh, merry spring ! oh, cheery spring ! 

Now larks sing 'mang the cluds — 
And robins flit on joyfu' wing 

Amang the bursting buds ; 
Aglow wi' joy is a' the earth, 

The air e'en seems to sing — 
Thrice welcome, then, thou time o' mirth. 

Dear merry, cheery spring. 



TO A LARK. 

RARE songster o* the fleecy cluds ! 
All hail thy cheery strain ; 
Wi' infant buds in Nature's wuds, 
Spring brings thee back again. 
Like tiny spot on siller mune, 
Or speck on trackless sea 



56 LILTS AND LARKS. 

Ye seem abune, and yet thy tune 
I hear, clear, gushing free. 

Great king o' Nature's birdie choir, 

Wi' bosom throbbing fain, 
An' ravished ear, an' heart a- fire, 

I list thy melting strain. 
Oh lark ! may He who prompts thy sang, 

An' guides thy tiny wing. 
Still spare thee lang to soar amang 

The duds, an' gaily sing. 



A CRACK WI' NINETY. 

WIFE, pass the dram — What ? grosset wine I 
Na, na ; keep that to Larkie Fair-day. 
It's guid enouch ? Ay, maybe syne, 

Bit, govey dick ! nae use at Naerday. 
Green grosset wine ! ye gods, what stuff ! 

Toots, fetch the jar marked " O.P. twenty," 
In truth, e'en it is waek enouch 

To drink the health o* comin' Ninety. 

Ay, noo ye'U dae ; jist set it doon, 

Noo rax the screw. Wife, ye're a stunner ; 
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111 stretch its neck — gor, whit a soun' I 

It's plunk was like a clap o' thunner. 
Hae, tak' your wull, IVe help't masel* ; 

Thanks, no ; o' bun IVe gotten plenty — 
Wheest ? Daddy Time is soun'in' twall, 

An' at the door stauns infant Ninety. 

Hurrah ! come ben. Guidwife, a seat. 

As fac' as death, we're gled to meet ye ; 
Toots, never fash to dicht your feet ; 

Come ben, wi' honest joy we greet ye. 
Come, boo your shanks, oor greybeard pree ; 

'Twill cheer your hairt an' break the wun tae — 
Ye're no Blue Rib. ? ye're no T.T. ? 

" No, no." Hurrah ! Here's to ye, Ninety. 

Ma faith, ye're lukkin' gey an' weel ; 

Hoo's a' ye left, my bonnie mannie ? 
Hoo's Faither Time, that busy cheil* ? 

Your Faither's en' I houp was canny ? 
Losh, dae ye ken, a year the noo 

He drank wi' me, an' lik't it fine tae ; 
We got gey pack, an' syne — got fou ; 

Weel, weel, he's gane, peace to him. Ninety. 

Your sires I've welcomed — let me see — 
Frae first to last, weel on for therty ; 
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But 'boon them a' yeVe taen my e'e, 
Ye luk sae fresh, sae hale, sae hearty. 

Your gran'dad was a cauFrife carle, 
Your faither gied us a' thing plenty ; 

But 'gainst a strae I'd stake the warF 
Yell tak the cake — eh, won't ye, Ninety ? 

" Weel, WuU, in this my 'oor o' birth 

I wunna blaw my horn owre muckle, 
But this I'se wad — nae man o' worth 

Will need to creenge, or beg, or knuckle 
For cash to purchase bairnies' breid. 

Or buy some deein' pet a dainty ; 
Na, wark an' worth will aye succeed 

As lang as I am Eighteen Ninety." 

** Ye see I'll — (ay, pour in a strone, 

No used wi' speakin' I'm quite herse, man)- 
I'll clip the weengs o* Lord Duke Drone, 

An' eek the peenions o' commerce, man, 
111 tak the crutch frae princely sloth, 

Wark's sons wi' it can play at shinty, 
I'll — (losh, I canna speak for drouth) 

But bide awee, ye'U hear 'boot Ninety," 

" Anither strone, stop ! that'll dae, 

Here's to ye, WuU, noo, lad, I'll toddle ; 
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IVe ither ca's to mak, an* sae 

I'll need to keep a sober noddle, 
Noo, WuU, so-long, guidwife, ta-ta, 

Tell mankin' a' I'll sen' them plenty." 
Lood, lood, guidwife — hip, hip, hurrah ! 

May a* that's guid atten' ye, Ninety. 



ADVERSITY SWEETENS SUCCESS. 

HERE, within my cot in Machan, 
I've got landed richt and ticht, 
Face aglow, an' lungs apechan', 

Wi' the fury o' the nicht. 
Hech, but I'd a michty battle 

Comin' 'tween the toon an' manse, 
Hail, like jaury-bools, play'd rattle 
'Gainst my nose an' garr'd me dance. 

Doon it pelted, helter skelter, 

Like as gif my banes 'twould pyke, 
Deil the bit whaur I could shelter 

Till I got to Crichton's dyke. 
Braithless, blinded, a' but wabbit, 

On I sprauchled, heid agee. 
Till against the wa' I labbit, 

Frae the bitin' halestones free. 
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Noo I'm plantit by the ingle, 

King or prince can never ken 
Hoo wi* joy my heart strings tingle, 

Noo my trauchePs at an en*. 
Wife an' bairnies a' sae cheery, 

Pipe aluntin', hearth aflame, 
Mak's me bless the ootside fury, 

For it hichtens joys o' hame. 

Would ye ken sweet plenty's pleesure ? 

First ken poortith's bitin' sting ; 
Would ye ken tme comfort's leisure ? 

First ken labour's constant hing. 
Would ye ken the joys o' simmer ? 

First ken winter's bitin' blast, 
Hope's bit stamy's faintest glimmer 

Beems a bleeze whem storms are past. 



AN HUMBLE ADDRESS TO THE SHAH 

OF BARDS. 

(Mr Wm. M*Gonagall, Dundee). 

PRINCE o' writers ! King o' Poets ! ! 
Rhymin' Scotlan's bardie Shah ! ! ! 
Kin'ly cock yer lug a meenute, 
In the airt o' Lav'rockha'. 
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I, a rhymin* chiel frae Larkie, 

Humbly sen* ye best regards, 
Houpin' they will fin' ye stuffy — 

King o* Poets 1 Shah o' Bards. 

Prince o' writers ! King o' Poets ! 

Shah o' Bards, M'Gonagall, 
Is yer Shahship's pow weel theekit, 

Or, yer Shahship, is it bauF ? 
Some declare yer crap's luxuriant, 

That yer beard's e'en like a Pard's ; 
Ithers say ye've bared yer napper 

Clawin' thocht oot, Shah o' Bards. 

Prince o' writers ! King o' Poets ! ! 

Smasher up o' " J. L. Low," 
Day an' nicht my mental album 

Granes an' griens to haud your pho ; 
A' yer portrait, Shah, in fancy 

I could picture. What retards 
Isna what is in yer cranium, 

But what's on it, Shah o' Bards. 

Prince o' writers ! King o' Poets ! ! 

Warld-wide yer fame has spread, 
E'en the dome o' Eiffel Tower 

Ance has heard yer M.S. read ; 
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An' the breeze, enraptured wi' it 
Bore it lichtly heavenwards, 

Deemin' earth too lowly for it — 
King o' Poets ! Shah o* Bards. 

Prince o' writers ! King o' Poets ! ! 

Rhymers lang may bliss yer name, 
Kennin' though they blaw an' blether, 

No a ane will daur defame. 
Kennin' critics a' will perish 

'Nejith yer pulverisin' words, 
Happy days ! whoa, whoa, ma " Peggie," 

Guid nicht, WuUie, Shah o' Bards. 



I 



" BEAUTIFUL ROTHESAY." 

" D EAUTIFUL Rothesay " o' " scenery grand," 
JLy CocIj up yer beaver an' spree ye, 

A classical spot noo for ever ye'U stand 
For the Bard o* Dundee's been to see ye. 



Oh, when was yer fortune's cup hauflins sae fu* ? 

Wi' joy let yer bosom be loupin', 
For yer sand that he trod on's a sacred thing noo, 

An' will sell at a saxpence a gowpen ! 



THE FORTH BRIDGE. ^ 

He sings o' yer mansions, he sings o' yer birds, 

He sings o' yer waiter sae glessy, 
An' he offers in sweetest poetical words 

To pay a' expense gin his Jessie 

Wad hirsel her beauties frae " Bonnie Dundee " 
To thee, " Scotland's Garden o' Eden ; " 

Oh, Jessie, sweet Jessie, thou poet's pride, see 
That thy bard's noble offer's agreed on. 



THE FORTH BRIDGE. 

lUr ONUMENT of Scottish daring, 
X®\. Scottish skill, and Scottish worth, 
Hark ! the world's voice declaring 

Thee the wonder of the earth. 
Hark the mighty voice of Science 

Hailing thee perfections pride, 
Grandest acme of alliance — 

Strength's support and Beauty's bride. 

Monument of Scotland's merit. 

Merit of the hand and brain, 
All her grandeur you inherit. 

All her honour you maintain. 



LILTS AND LARKS, 



As a time-defying witness, 

Through far ages thou wilt stand, 
Emblematic of her greatness. 

And her worth so sterling grand. 



BY MY INGLE. 

HERE I'm squatted on the hearth, 
Hale an' hearty, blythe an' cheery ; 
Laughin', daffin', makin' mirth 
For the bairnies a' sae merry. 
Laugh an' sang, an' joke an' tale, 

A' in joyfu' concert mingle — 
Oh, I fin' o' joys the wale 
By my ingle. 

Ca' me silly, ca' me saft, 

Ca' me imbecile or donnard ; 
Tell me I'm deleerit — daft — 

Hame-sick, hen-peck'd, chum unhonoured ; 
Say wi' me the grey mare's best, 

Say ane wed wis better single — 
Say it a', bit oh, I'm blest 
By my ingle. 
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Tell me roon' the beershop bunks 

Joy is king owre ilka trouble, 
Splore boo drams 11 heeze the spunks 

Heech abune a' yearthly babble ; 
Bounce boo owre the social gill 

Hearts an' souls in love comingle — 
Purer joys I hae at will 
By my ingle. 

Come then, Andrew, Jeanie, Agg, 

Come, then, wifeock, love's sweet treasures, 
Ne'er shall life's spare moments lag 

While we bae oor ingle pleasures. 
Roon' an' roon', then, on my fours, 

Roon' I'll prance till dishes jingle — 
Oh, a hamert beav'n is oors 
By oor ingle, 



FAREWEEL NINETY, WELCOME NINETY-WAN. 

GUDE kens, noble Ninety, boo honest, hoc leal 
Was the grief o' oor hearts when we bade ye fareweeL 
Frae the mom o' yer birth till the week ere ye dee'd, 
When ye went on the " skite " an' sent railway things glee'd. 
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Ye aye eydently, earnestly, cater'd to wair 

Warks share o' wark's walth on its workers, the puir. 

Fareweel, noble Ninety, fu' mony a ane 

Nigh hopeless o' hope when they saw ye begin, 

Noo joyfully ee as the fruits o' yer reign. 

The nest egg o' fortune, some hainins, their ain ; 

An' prood in this knowledge they gird for the strife. 

Imbued wi' true dignity, filled wi' new life. 

Fareweel, noble Ninety, ye blunted Want's clauts, 
Ye exposed an' condemned Immorality's fauts ; 
Ye've enlichtened oor knowledge an' hichtened oor aims, 
Ye hae brichtened love's lowe an' it's britherly claims ; 
Gude kens, noble Ninety, hoo honest, hoo leal, 
Was the grief o' oor hearts when we bade ye fareweel 



Come ben, ye wee tottum, come ben, Ninety-Wan, 

Ye're welcome thrice owre, though, my chick, ye look 
thrawn ; 

Ye've a girn on yer face an' a tear in yer ee. 

An' ye're flytin' like mad, but, my tot, in a wee 

Yer facie will smile like a braw simmer's mom — 

It's the wey o' you weanies wha greet when ye're born. 

Come, tell us whit ails ye — eh ! whit's that he says ? 
Ashamed o' his dad an' his last leevin' days 1 



«• THE GROWTH OP HAMILTON:' ^ 

Ashamed 1 michty me, are ye shair ye're a' there ? 

Ye ocht to be prood o' yer princely forbear. 

I hope ye'U be like him, for Ninety alane 

Was as guid's a hauf score o' yer sires that are gane. 

He grabs for his hanky, be dichts his bit beak, 

He clears oot his throat — wheesht ! the chick's gaun to 
speak — 

" Frien's, thanks for yer welcome, my thrawnness forgie 

I'm dorty to stert, but I'se wad in a wee 

Yell sweer the best year, in the mem'ry o' man, 

Ib yer present puir, blunderin', thrawn Ninety-wan." 



"THE GROWTH OF HAMILTON." 

(lines suggested by an article in '* HAMILTON HERALD 

BEARING ABOVE TITLE.) 

LANG may ye grow, dear Hamilton, 
An' lang, lang may ye thrive, 
An' faur may lazy, loongin' bees 

Be frae yer busy hive. 
I've kent ye, noo, for unco near 

A score an' hauf o' years. 
An' ilka year mair truly dear 
My love for ye appears. 
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Ye're blessed wP rulers guid an* true, 

Wha aye ha'e stude the test, — 
I hinna space to write the names 

O' a' I lo'e the best.— 
But lang may he* wha rules ye noo, 

An' bears yer honoured name, 
Be spared to len* ye voice an' pen 

An' sae increase yer fame. 



AN HUMBLE ADDRESS TO THE KING OF 
JOKERS : A. S. THINGMA, STANE, SHOTTS. 

KINGLY King o' jokes an' jokers. 
A. S. Thingma o' the Stane ! 
Will yer Kingship deign to listen 

To a Larkie chappy's maen ? 
Long I've tholed, but noo Dame Patience 

Whispers I'm a hang'd humbug 
No' to tell ye whit I'm wae for — 
So, King Joker, cock yer lug. 

Firstly then : I'm grieved to tell ye, 

Dizens ken the private store 
Whaur ye keep yer choicest stories. 

For, a week or sae afore 

* Bailie Jambs Hamilton, Provost pro tern. 
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You're in print ; as plain as parritch, 

In some paper they appear, 
Provin* clear, most kingly joker, 

Thieves are 'mang yer jokin' gear. 

Horrid that ! bit, oh, yer Kingship I 

Here's the cryin', sinfu* shame : 
They, instead o' pleadin' guilty, 

Say 'tis you that steals frae thaem I 
That's the crusher ; that's the killer ; 

That's what mak's me mope an' maen, 
When I read yer napper-splitters — 

Kingly joker o' the Stane. 

Jist yestreen there I wis crackin' 

Wi' some comrades doon the toon, 
When I chanced to tell the story 

'Boot the leein' English loon 
Wha declared a Scotsman's napper 

Wis sae thick, the surgeon's knife 
Wis required to let a joke in — 

When a chappy cried, ** Guid life ! 

" Scotlan' dear's a lucky country, 

For since time o' Noah spate 
She has ever had a saviour 

In her ev'ry, ev'ry strait 
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Noo in Stane there's ane arisen, 
Wha, to save her surgeon pain, 

Carefu' reads the weekly jokes, an' 
Next week tells them owre again. 

'' Thus the densest, dullest donnard, 

In a while will see the point. 
An', unscathed wi' knife, will giggle. 

Till his body's oot o' joint." 
Thus he raved, the senseless blellum, 

Till — oh, joker o' the Stane ! — 
A* were rowin' on the pavement, 

Roarin' wi' some inward pain. 

Kingly King o' jokes an' jokers, 

A. S. Thingma, o' the Stane ! 
Can ye no prescribe a cordial, 

Or a poultice for my pain ? 
Oh, I think I'm takin' jaundice, 

Fever, measles, or the poks ! 
You alone can save ; so kindly 

Twa weeks sooner write yer jokes. 
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LOST. 



L' 



® OST ! 

A.S.L.! ! 

Peal solemn knell ! ! ! 

The chestnut jokers' boast 

Has thawed, has gone whence none can tell ! 

Dissolved ! Ah, me I The Yorick-like in fame ! 

Alack ! who now will " set the table in a roar ?" 

Gone ! Can'st realize the loss ? None left to weekly claim 

The mouldy quips, the ancient nuts of jokers " gone before." 

Wail ! Oh, " Herald,'' wail ! Thy invaluable loss deplore ! 

Ye spirits of the dead, now wilt thy slumb'ring fame 

In leaps and bounds increase, for, as of yore, 

The Simon Pure, the "too true" author's name 

Shall alwa]^ foot his works, and tell 

The plagiaristic host, 

Their claims are — well — 

Like A. S. L. — 

Lost ! 
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SPRING CLEANING. 

WITH eyeballs stelled in her head, 
Like Zulu in WombwelPs show, 
A woman bespattered with whiting and lead, 

Went hurriedly to and fro. 
Scrub ! scrub ! scrub ! 

Her headdress, an old woollen shirt, 
With never a thocht that her man needed grub, 
She sang the " Song of the Dirt." 

Scrub ! scrub ! scrub ! 

While her children are yelling like mad ! 
And rub 1 rub 1 rub 1 

While her husband is '^ spelling " quite bad ! 
Its oh ! to be a tink. 

With tent all canvassed o'er ; 
When the rain as it falls cleans ceiling and walls 

And Spring gives a clean and new floor. 



FAITH AND FEAR. 



QVEA 1 — wild scene of fierce commotion, 
^®/ Hill-high waves and inky sky ; 
Vast, ah, vast and mighty ocean 
Rolling 'tween my love and I. 



THE WARVS LIKE GLEDSTANE'S IRISH BILL, 73 

In me, too, a storm is raging, 

Wilder, fiercer far than thine, 
Faith and fear a war are waging : 

Fear has won. His heart's net mine. 

Sea ! — rare scene where, sheen-like, glistens 

Tiny ripples, crystal clear ; 
Gay each silv'ry wavelet hastens 

To the land that holds my dear. 
On me, too, like thee, pure water. 

Brightest sunbeams softly shine, 
Making fears dark minions scatter ; 

Faith has won, his heart is mine. 



THB WARL'S LIKE GLEDSTANE'S IRISH BILL^ 

HECH me ! this warl's an awfu* warl I 
There's nocht but evil in it ; 
Grim gimers growl, wi' gruntin' snarl, 

Sic phrases ilka minute. 
They grunt an* grane, an' ban an* flyte, 

An' then when in a muddle, 
This bonnie warl' gets a' the wyte 
O' a' the weary widdle, 
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I canna ken what mak's them fill 

The air wi' siccan clatter, 
The warl's like Gledstane's Irish Bill— 

We ne'er yet saw a better. 

The cleric chiel' is jist as bad 
As ony I could mention, 

For sawin' 'mang the greetin* squad 
This feelin' o' dissension ; 

For when he mounts on fancy's wings, 
An' gets the ether riven, 

Oh, sair he bans a' warPy things 
An' lauds the joys o' heaven. 

But set him doon wi' deidly ill. 
He's quick the Doctor's debtor ; 

He fin's the warld's like Gledstane's Bill- 
He ne'er yet saw a better. 

Noo dinna dream my words are meant 

Your upward thochts to fetter ; 
Na, na, I seek to gie a hint 

Your chance o' heaven to better ; 
An' think, ye greetin', gimin' squad, 

An' ony wey ye tak' it, 
Ye'll fin' the warl' is guid or bad 

Accordin' as ye mak' it. 



WISH ANE AN* A' A GUID NEW YEAR, 7$ 

Its guid or ill lies wi' yerseF, 

Sae this wey en' the maitter — 
Believe the warl's like Gledstane's Bill, 

A guid that leads to better. 



WISH ANE AN' A' A GUID NEW YEAR. 

HO ! Lords o' the manor ! Ho, Lairds o' the midden ! 
Ho, Unionist, Parnellite, Tory, an' Rad ! 
Ho, gentle 1 Ho, semple, tak' Daddy Time's bidding 
An' welcome young Naer-Day a' ae minded squad. 

Young Ninety, Time's latest, 

His natest, his blatest, 
O, kin'ly he ees ye this 'oor o' his birth. 

Ho, kirkman ! Ho, heathen ! 

Ho, ilka ane breathin' ! 
Accord him a welcome will quiver the earth. 

Ho, banish dissension ! 

Ho, perish pretension I 
Grup haun's like a vice in a frien'ship sincere. 

Ho, aflf wi' yer bumpers. 

Rale jolly big thumpers, 
A' wish ane anither a happy New Year — 

A hairtsome^ a merry, 

A halesome, a cheery, 
A health-giving, wealth-giving, happy New Year ! 
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A MITHER-IN-LAW'S OPEENIONS. 

DOD, IVe often heard o' saflies, 
Leery-loonies, donnert dafties, 
Moochers, mashers, creengin' crafties, 

An' the scores o' sic like folk ; 
But o* a' the orra caitions 
Ever plagued weel-daers' patience 
Nane could bate the bluid relations 
O' oor dochter Jenny's Jock. 

Dod, d'ye ken, I'm fair dumfoonert, 
Fegs, I'm mair than that, I'm scunnert 
At oor Jen — an' scores hae wunnert, 

Jist like me, that she wad troke 
Wi' sic riff-raff o' creation 
In the balder-dashy station 
As is held by ilk relation 

O' oor dochter Jenny's Jock. 

There's his pug-nosed pigmy mither, 
An' his faither, — dod, sic ither ! 
No to breathe that wordie brither — 

He's got aucht or ten sic brock. 
There's his dolly-folly sisters 
Padded up wi' dirty dusters \ 



A MITHER'INLAW'S OPEENIONS. fl 

Oh, I wish said pads were blisters 
On thae frien's o' Jenny's Jock. 

There's his aunties an' his uncles — 
Geezent, weezent, auld carbuncles — 
Dod, the dirt that lines their wrinkles 

Maist wad fill a cadger's pock. 
There's his shinty-legged cousins — 
Guidness kens hoo mony dozens — 
Dod there very presence poisons 

A' oor firiens 'gainst Jenny's Jock. 

There's his nephews an' his nieces 
(Ilka year the crew increases), 
Dod, ye'd think had special leases 

O' a' ills that mak' us " crock, ' 
Oh, they're shilly-shally craturs. 
Mongrel-monkey in their faeters. 
An' wi' cat an' teeger naetures, 

No ava like Jenny's Jock. 

Fegs, oor Jenny's Jock's a stunner, 
Jist a perfect warld's wunner ! 
An' for me — I'm jist a scunner 
Thus to meddle wi' his folk. 
But I'm shair ye winna swither 
To excuse me a' thegither 
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When ye think I'm dear guidmither 
To oor dochter Jenny's Jock. 



••WHY THE STONEHOUSE GIRLS ARE SHY.*^ 

QVOME masher muffs think we are shy ! 

\®) My eye ! 

An' wonder the wherefore an' why — 

The kye ! 
Gin the cuifs had but spunks, an' were mm^ no begunks^ 
We'd sune prove their story a lie, 

Faith aye \ 
We'd sune prove their story a lie. 

There's lassocks I ken o' mysel', 

Wha dwell 
In Stonehouse, their names I could tell, 

But, well- 
Gin men wopin' gang, losh, they winna gang wrang 
Sax doors frae oor crossie to try, 

Och ay, 
Sax doors frae oor crossie to try. 

But hoo can we bother oor fash 

Wi' trash 



TO THE LARKIE LASSIES. f^ 

O' mashers wha feed on spud bash, 

Neep hash, 
An' sic like chaep stuffs, sae that dickey's an* cuft, 
An' broon leather shoon they'll can buy, 

Umph ay ! 
An' broon leather shoon they'll can buy. 



TO THE LARKIE LASSIES 

WHA INVITED THE LARKIE LAUDS TO A FOUR-IN-HAND 

DRIVE. — Lauds to fay ! 

OH, dear, dear ! Oh, dear, dear ! 
Deary me, whit's this I hear ? 
Larkie lassies ; fie, think shame, 
Seekin' lauds to gang frae hame ! 
Seekin' — coaxin' — priggin' — phew ! 
Oh ! the thocht near gars me spew. 
Seekin' ! Michty me, ye jauds. 
Shame upon ye ! Let the lauds 
Dae the seekin', or gin you 
Mean to be the seekers noo. 
Put the capestane on yer freaks — 
Doflf the coaties, don the breeks. — 
Seekin', coaxin' chiels, for what ? 
Eh ye' cutties, answer that. 
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Is't because the lauds are blate ? 

Or — eh, me I — does auld maid fete 

Loom before ye, cauld an' blae, 

Cheerless as a wmter day ? 

Does the garret near the sky 

Flit before yer mental eye ? 

Does the parrot's eerie scream 

Haunt ye like an evil dream ? 

Oh, gin thae's yer reasons, dears — 

YeVe my sympathy and tears, 

Seek them, coax them, prig them, pet them, 

Onything, sae lang's ye net them. 

But, Oh, hinnies ! act the square — 

Snarers aye previde the snare. 



THE GRANNIE, THE MINNIE, AND MINNIE- 

IN-LAW. 



P 



(Lines addressed to the Ptincess May.) 

^RAE the kintry o' parritch, 
The Bible an' Carritch, 
Wha's sons never speak, but they mean what they say : 

Shair 'twinna oflfen' ye, 
This cooncil I sen' ye, 
Anentin' yer merrit life, dear Princess May. 



THE GRANNIE, THE MINNIE^ AND MINNIE-INLA W. ^ 

There's pautterns ample, 

Tak' you for example 
Jist three, an' I'll name them — they're paragons a'; 

Yer hubby's gem grannie, 

Yer ain sterlin' minnie 
An' that acme o' guidness, yer minnie-in-law. 

We a' ken ye're bonnie, 

An' faultless as ony — 
A jewel o' virtue, 'mang women a queen ; 

The langer we've view'd ye 

The stronger weVe lo'ed ye 
An' sae will it be as it ever has been. 

We ken ye'U be happy, 

For fortune, though pappy, 
Wad ne'er wi' the essence o' gentleness thraw ; 

An' for wife-hood example, 

Ye've pautterns ample, 
In the grannie, the minnie, an' minnie-in-law. 
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Is't because the lauds are blate ? 

Or — eh, me ! — does auld maid fate 

Loom before ye, cauld an' blae, 

Cheerless as a wmter day ? 

Does the garret near the sky 

Flit before yer mental eye ? 

Does the parrot's eerie scream 

Haunt ye like an evil dream ? 

Oh, gin thae's yer reasons, dears — 

Ye've my sympathy and tears. 

Seek them, coax them, prig them, pet them, 

Onything, sae lang's ye net them. 

But, Oh, hinnies ! act the square — 

Snarers aye previde the snare. 



THE GRANNIE, THE MINNIE, AND MINNIE- 

IN-LAW. 



P 



(Lines addressed to the Ptincess May.) 

^RAE the kintry o' parritch, 
The Bible an' Carritch, 
Wba's sons never speak, but they mean what they say : 

Shair 'twinna ofFen' ye, 
This cooncil I sen* ye, 
Anentin' yer merrit life, dear Princess May. 



THE GRANNIE, THE MINNIE^ AND MINNIE-INLA W, ^ 

There's pautterns ample, 

Tak' you for example 
Jist three, an' I'll name them — they're paragons a'; 

Yer hubby's gem grannie, 

Yer ain sterlin' minnie 
An' that acme o' guidness, yer minnie-in-law. 

We a' ken ye're bonnie. 

An' faultless as ony — 
A jewel o' virtue, 'mang women a queen ; 

The langer we've viewed ye 

The stronger weVe lo'ed ye 
An' sae will it be as it ever has been. 

We ken ye'U be happy, 

For fortune, though pappy, 
Wad ne'er wi' the essence o' gentleness thraw ; 

An' for wife-hood example, 

Ye've pautterns ample, 
In the grannie, the minnie, an' minnie-in-law. 



LILTS AND LARKS. 



Is't because the lauds are blate ? 

Or — eh, me ! — does auld maid £ate 

Loom before ye, cauld an' blae, 

Cheerless as a winter day ? 

Does the garret near the sky 

Flit before yer mental eye ? 

Does the parrot's eerie scream 

Haunt ye like an evil dream ? 

Oh, gin thae's yer reasons, dears — 

Ye've my sympathy and tears. 

Seek them, coax them, prig them, pet them, 

Onything, sae lang's ye net them. 

But, Oh, hinnies ! act the square — 

Snarers aye prevtde the snare. 



THE GRANNIE, THE MINNIE, AND MINNIE- 

IN-LAW. 



P 

I® 



(Lines addressed to the Ptincess May.) 

^RAE the kintry o' parritch, 
The Bible an' Carritch, 
Wba's sons never speak, but they mean what they say : 

Shair 'twinna ofFen' ye, 
This cooncil I sen* ye, 
Anentin' yer merrit life, dear Princess May. 



THE GRANNIE, THE MINNIE^ AND MINNIE-INLA W. ^ 

There's pautterns ample, 

Tak' you for example 
Jist three, an' I'll name them — they're paragons a'; 

Yer hubby's gem grannie, 

Yer ain sterlin' minnie 
An' that acme o' guidness, yer minnie-in-law. 

We a' ken ye're bonnie, 

An' faultless as ony — 
A jewel o' virtue, 'mang women a queen ; 

The langer we've viewed ye 

The stronger we've lo'ed ye 
An' sae will it be as it ever has been. 

We ken ye'll be happy. 

For fortune, though pappy, 
Wad ne'er wi' the essence o' gentleness thraw ; 

An' for wife-hood example, 

Ye've pautterns ample, 
In the grannie, the minnie, an' minnie-in-law. 
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A BURNS' TOAST. 

WHILE Scotia's grand auld mountains spurn 
The ravages o' storm an' time, 
While Scotia's sons an' daughters burn 

Wi' patriots pride for Scotia's clime, 
While Scotia's love — rich, rare, sublime — 

Round hero, bard, an' martyr turns. 
So long shall Scotia's soul-filled rhyme 

Have peerless King in Robert Burns. 
Fill, fill ! an' be our glorious toast 

Immortal Burns, the Muses' boast. 



FIRST EPISTLE TO WILLIAM YOUNG» 

CAMBUSLANG. 

TO Willie Young in thocht I've sung 
This hauf a year an' mair o't. 
But lack o' time, to write my rhyme. 

Has keepit back his share o't ; 
My musie pechs, an' wistfii' sechs 
Oh, Time, ne'er when aware o't, 
Gi'e Stewart there an 'oor to spare 
For me 'tis gets the care o't. 
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The jaud, for lang, has been in sang 

As silent's Howe's pneumatics, 
For what wi' teas, election sprees, 

An' amateur dramatics 
My heid has bizz'd, an' fizzed, an' dizz'd 

Like leery loon lunatic's. 
An' no ae slate but quite a spate 

Has left ray mental attics. 

As slateless laft lets in the saft, 

An' mak's what's in the safter, 
'Tis time, quo I, wi' rest to try 

An' deed my napper's rafter. 
Quo wifeock Jen — my boss ye ken, — 

Wi' aggravatin' laughter, 
" Though ilka slate was afF your pate 

Ye couldna be ocht dafter." 

Noo, Willie frien', when twa hae been 

A full ten towmonds merrit, 
You'd say that ilk should ken the bulk 

O' what's in ither's garret : 
Sae gin I croon ocht daft, don't froon, 

Forgie't that's a' that's for it. 
I'll maybe pen ye better when 

My gumption's less miscarrit. 
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For lang an' lang in Doric sang 

We've leeved in partisanship ; 
An' whaur's the bard ocht worth regard 

Wha disna lo'e sic clanship ? 
Guid faith, to us acquaintance thus 

Has kinder been than kinship, 
But, Willie dear, frae noo let's sweer 

An' a'-roon closet frien'ship. 

Nae fykie task I noo unmask, 

For, Will, withoot a swither 
I say that maist oor notions jist 

Say ditto ane to ither \ 
You lo'e what's pure, I ditto, your 

A rhymer, I'm anither, 
We're baith lass saft an' Doric daft — 

Ach, ditto a'thegither. 

Ta, ta, the noo, my page is fu', 
My muse is dull, but hark ye : 

Revenge jist tak' by writin* back. 
Yours, WuUie Stewart, Larkie. 
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SECOND EPISTLE TO WILLIAM YOUNG, 

CAMBUSLANG. 

TO Willie Young, o' Cambuslang, 
On, on, my muse wi* merry bang, 
An' tell him hoo my bosom whirled 
Wi' happy pride when in the Herald 
I read his unco flatt'rin' letter, 
Whilk mak's me ance again his debtor. 
But min' to whisper in his ear 
That though the " butter's " ocht but dear 
I like't spread lichtly wi' a feather — 
" A laureate hence !" Will, dinna blether, 
" Lord " Blackburn in that post insta'd is — 
He says't himsel' ! His '* Peg's" named Ladas \ 
Sae, gin ye butter slair ava. 
On him be't slairt, he'll swallow't a*. 
Thank Will, an' Mat, his " three years' queen,*^ 
For kindly invitation gi'en 
To gang ta see them in their hame 
An' fan the sacred frien'ly flame 
Whilk, lately started, strongly burns, 
An' ilka day mair ardent turns. 
An' tell them Andrew, Aggie, WuU, 
Jean, infant Jessie, Jen, an' sel' 
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Will some day sune invade their hearth, 
An' in their pantry raise a dearth. 
Tell Willie hoo wi' greatest pleasure, 
I hail him — ah ! I'll change the measure. 

Hail ! rhymin', chimin', Willie Young, 

Thou leal a chiel as ever sung. 

May health attend thee, limb an' lung, 

For lang an' lang 
To speed an' spread in Doric tongue 

Oor kintry's sang. 

Oh, grand auld Doric ! saft or snell. 
Thy ilka word's expression's sel', 
Like tyke ye bite in satire fell ; 

O'er love ye waft 
A mystic, hiney'd, witchin' spell, 

Sae sweet an' saft. 

Oor mither tongue ! oh, wha could list 
Its matchless pathos an' resist 
The melting heart that, ere we wist, 

Sen's to oor een 
The pearly flood or dewy mist 

O' soul-sent sheen. 

Oh, bonnie tongue ! o' tongues the wale 
In Rabbie's song, in Wattie's tale, 
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Ye leeve for aye, an' — tuts, to hail 

Blythe Willie Young 
I started ; noo I'm aff hale-sale 

In praise o' " tongue." 

My muse, dear Will's, a glaikit jaud, 
She stoytes alang like tinker's yaud, 
Wi' ilka fairlie on the pad 

She has a faucht, 
An' cares nae though like death I haud 

To keep her straucht. 

She jooks roon this, an' jinks roon that, 
Gi'es this a punch, an' that a paut — 
Sma' guid, sma' ill, brose lackin* saut, 

Gey weirsh an' tame — 
Like mine, an' hunners mae, her faut 

Is lack o' aim. 

Weel no, I'm wrang. No lack o' aim^ — 
Cor aims are legion — What to blame 
Is lack o' " push " to mak' the same 

Real consummations, 
Though sometimes tae oor plans we lame 

Through lack o' patience. 

Man, Willie, aft my heart turns wae 
When thinkin' hoo on life's teuch brae, 
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We shilly-shally day by day 
In feckless fashion, 
. Whiles heigh, whiles laigh, like raipless strae 
A' airts sent bashin'. 

Man, man, what's life but jist a blink — 
A simmer day that sune will link 
Wi' gurly winter's cough-an'-kink, 

An' kill-me-deid, 
Yet thrang at folly's fount we drink, 

Frae prudence freed. 

Haud, Stewart, baud, ye're owre the hugg ! 
A poet's license lets him rug 
An' tug a bit, but sic humbug 

We winna staun, 
A chiel may be a " merry doug," 

An' yet a man ! 

A chap though aiblins gaun pell-mell 
Through ilka ploy whilk soor-sulks tell 
Leads only to the heart o' Hell, 

Is whiles the best 
In heart, in fact in a' that — well, 

Stauns sterHng test. 

Haud, haud, my muse ye ravin' messin', 
Again ye're frae the theme digressin", 
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I kenna what wad be a lesson 

To mak ye bide 
By what I want ? Ha ! Closure ! Blessin' I 

The " gag's " applied. 



THE INEQUALITY OF THE LAW; OR, THE 
MUZZLES THAT PUZZLE THE WITS O' US 

DOUGS. 

yS dougs are as hopelessly puzzled, 
As puzzled as puzzled can be, 
To ken hoo oor mou's should be muzzled 

When faur bigger fautters gang free. 
'Tis true, we whiles kick up a babble, 
When ilk ither's thrapples we seize. 
But, dod, we're nae waur than that rabble 
The nation has nicknamed M.Ps. 

M.Ps. an' CCs., Toon Cs. an* Schule Bs., 

For flytin' an' fightin* hae ta'en their degrees ; 

Was the law worth its lugs, it wad gag thae " big bugs " 

Wi' the muzzles that puzzle the wits o' us dougs. 

Gin we bark at rough tramps dinna blame us^ 
They're nocht. Dod, a word at his ease. 
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Frae a daecent dressed speaker can tame us, 
An' mak' us as bumble's ye please, 

Not sae wi' the chiels in St Stephen's — 
Nae Speaker can quell them wi' ease, 

For e'en muckle Ben, when he thunders forth " ten,'* 
Is droon'd wi' the yells o' M.Ps. 

Thae chappies wha sit in the cooncils — 

C.Cs. an' Toon Cs., an' a' sich — 
Hae much need o' muzzle-girt tonsils. 

Their tongues wag at siccan a pitch. 
Some Bs. wha look owre eddication, 

Ilk chance o' a lesson should seize ; 
Dod, we think thae's the chaps should be decked 
wi' oor straps — 

Schule Bs., a' the Cs. an' M.Ps. 

M.Ps. an' CCs., Toon Cs. an' Schule Bs., 

For flytin' an' fightin' hae taen their degrees ; 

Was the law worth its lugs, it wad gag thae " big bugs * 

Wi' the muzzles that puzzle the wits o' us dougs. 
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" DANIEL," WISHAWS POET. 

GREAT soul o' poesy divine 1 
Chief chosen of the glorious Nine ! 
Would'st deign to list this lay of mine ? 
Thine ears then lend tne, Daniel. 

With nameless awe IVe stood afar, 
And marked thy glory like a star 
Shine high and clear far o'er the bar 
Of poesy's sky, dear Daniel, 

Thy vivid radiance calmly spurns 
The hazy lights of Scott and Burns, 
Whilst Shakespeare's star a rushlight turns 
Compared with thine, dear Daniel. 

Mine eyes, unused to glory's rays, 
Are well-nigh blinded with thy blaze. 
Oh, say, will I avert my gaze, 

Or wear green goggles, Daniel ? 

Hours wing their way to spread thy fame ; 
Days add fresh glory to thy name ; 
Years feed thy star's incessant flame, — 
Time ends, when endeth Daniel. 
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"EFFIE LINDSAY" (INFLUENZA). 

(written years ago when influenza was considered a. 

very minor trouble). 

THAT bleerie-eed jaud, " Effie Lindsay," 
Is scoorin* the kiritra enoo ; 
Tak' tent, gentle folks, lest she fin's ye, 

Or meikle her veesit ye'll rue. 
She's seekin' that masher M*Ginty, 

An' ne'er till she get him she'll gang — 
Vain search ! — o' her presence be tentie, 

For I'm dootin' her stey will be lang. 

Oh, gang to Nick's lowe, " Effie Lindsay," 
Oh, gang to Nick's lowe for a wee ; 

M'Ginty is there, and auld Brimstane, I'm shair^ 
Ye a glowin' reception will gie. 

She's ca'in' at cot an' at castle, 

An' lea'in' her veesitin' caird ; 
She's game for a cuddle or wrastle 

Wi' minister, plooman, or laird. 
She'll hug wi' a tinker, nane gayer. 

Syne flee to the briest o' His Grace ; 
Even he — speak it low — disna fley her, 

But gie's her a hearty embrace: 

His doctorship went to undo her, 
When fast to our minister fixed ; 
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To see her was dearly to loe her, 
Sae he commenced huggin' her next 

Noo, haith, he wad like to divorce her, 
An' certain 'twad be a guid plan, 

For she's made him as lean as a courser, 
Dod, ae peel wad evanish the man. 

Young turnip-tapp'd masher M^Dashin — 

That duffer wha's starch'd to the chin — 
Abhorred to be oot o' the fashion, 

Sae priggit on " Eflf " to come in, 
She gied him a masher-like squeezie, 

An' left him in fash'nable pain. 
Puir cuif, he may keep himsel' easy, 

She'll ne'er reach his heart or his brain. 

The baker chiel startit to chaff her — 

At sma' floo'ry chaff he's a don — 
But " Effie " sune proved she was gaffer 

By stealin' puir daichy dough's scone. 
Noo he dreeds his life's " bake " will be done sune, 

For his en* bried's beginnin' to come ; 
Oh, his taste disna lie to the spongin', 

Except jist his lan'leddy's rum. 

The sweep seem'd to think her a beauty, 
An' fired wi' love's lowe pressed his suit ; 



94 LILTS AND LARKS, . 

She's made a clean sweep o' puir sooty, 
For she's left him as white as a cloot. 

A tiler loon fancied he loed her, 
An' oflfert his heart an' his haun ; 

She promised if nine o' them woo'd her 
She'd treat wi' the lot as a man. 

What beauties the folk see aboot her, 

I'm shair I can ne'er unnerstaun ; 
She dreeps frae the neb o' the cooter 

Like weet frae the rose o' a pan. 
She's bleerie, an' blinky, an' wheezie, 

Her braith wad a Laplander freeze ; 
She's snory, an' sneery, an' sneezie — 

Ach, guid sake ! folk's fond o' a squeeze. 

Oh, gang to Nick's lowe, " Effie Lindsay," 
Oh, gang to Nick's lowe for a wee ; 

M'Ginty is there, an' auld Brimstane, I'm shair, 
Ye a glowin' reception will gie. 



EXIT '94— ENTER '95. 

WA' auld gurly girner, 
_®V Auld sorrow-seipit sicht ; 
Awa' auld strike upsteerer. 
Skedaddle war wing'd wicht. 



A 
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Your back's a couthie cordial, 

An' gin ye tak yer ain, 
We'se hae a welcome riddance 

O' want an' a' its train. 

Come ben, wee totlin' toddler, 

Wee blink o' hope's brJbht staur ; 
E'en though you ape your daddy, 

Ye canna be ocht waur. 
But oh, my cooin' covey. 

Gin worth your lugs ava', 
Ye'se prove a toosy towmond 

O' happiness to a*. 



TO A CHUM IN ENGLAND. 

Dear Sanny, 

' lU^ ANG a' the usual thrang an' splitter 
X®1 O' weighin' treckle, cheese an' butter. 
On Tuesday mom your welcome letter 

Cam drappin' in — 
An' this is Friday ! Faith, I'll better 

An answer spin. 

Then, gee my " Peggie," show your mettle, 
Loup a' in front, an' dinna ettle 



^ LILTS AND LARKS, 

To try like cuds, an' sic like cattle, 

Contrairie whims, 
Or w? a nippy stick I'll kittle 

Your lazy limbs. 

She's aflf ! Great Jehu ! Sune's I've telt her, 
She loups like* fury — ^helter-skelter — 
Snap ! Govey-dick, there gangs the helter ; 

Owre sheughs an' dykes, 
Through waiters, bogs, an' a* she'll wdter, 

Jist as she likes. 

The helter gane, I'm helpless quite, 
I wunna sweer, I needna flyte ; 
An' " Peg " I dinna care a dyte 

Hoo fast ye gang, 
Ye'U see, ye jaud, wi' a michty cl5rte 

Ye'U fa' ere lang. 

Ay, Sanny lad, I aften see't 

When " Peggie " sterts owre skeigh, or fleet 

She fa's in dirt, or hurts her feet 

On some sherp stane. 
Then nocht she'll dae but grane an' greet 

Wi' shame an' pain. 

In a' things, maist, it's much the same— • 
Wi' speedy pride comes speedy shame ; 
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A speedy love is speedy tame \ 

Quick joy, quick mourn — 
The spark that slowly grows a flame 

Will langest burn." 

The subject's gran', an', truth to tell, 

I'd like to langer on it dwell : 

But conscience whispers, " Wull, ye fule, 

Ye're faur frae wice. 
Apply the moral to yourseP, 

Then gie advice.'* 

'Tis true I should, I own ; but then 
The best advices come frae men 
Who, strange to say, are faurest ben 

Whare follies dwell : 
Ay, burnin' wretches truest ken 

The heat o' Hell. 

The crime-bedraugled, deein' chiel 
Can blackest paint the grimy Deil, 
The Drunkard's wild delirious squeal 

For madd'nin' drink. 
Is nature's truest best appeal. 

To mak us think. 

There's e'en my " Peggy," jist the noo, 
Uphauds my plea an' proves it true, 

H 
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At first ye'd thocht she meant to pu* 

The Heaven's doon, 
Noo staid an' calm she's jog^n' through 

A sermon croon. 

We'll change the theme. I'm gled to hear 
That health is guid an' prospects fair, 
Though, faith, ye fairly made me swear 

When on I came 
To whaur ye said yon scenes wad peer 

Oor ain at hame. 

Gae 'wa, gae 'wa, ye*re shahrly blin', 
Or boozin' on the English gin, 
Nae mair sic leein' stories spin. 

Or, by my faith, 
I'll blaud ye till ye truly fin' 

I mean ye skaith. 

Oh, man, could ye but staun' wi' me 
On Ayr Road brae, an* cast yer e'e 
A' roon aboot, the harmonie 

O' field an' wud, 
An* silv*ry stream an' daisied lea 

Wad cheer yer bluid. 

Or could ye stray by bonnie Clyde, 
An' watch its glassy waters glide 
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Serenely on in conscious pride 

That nature's ^een 
Had decked an' made its ev*ry side 

A queenly scene. 

Or 'mang the rocks whare Avon's fa' 
Blends sweetly wi' the blackie's ca', 
Or faurer doon whare Birkenshaw, 

Sae, grand, sae fair, 
Wi' tow'ring cliffs an' flow'rets braWi 

Is yont compare. 

Then wad ye turn in cauld disdain 
Frae English river, wud, an' plain. 
An' a' your Scottish bluid again 

Wad joyfu' glide — 
Nay, wildly flood your ev'ry vein 

Wi' patriot pride. 

Oh, bonnie Scotland, land o' worth, 
Truth, freedom, valour, love, an* mirth ; 
Thou land, the rarest far on earth, 

Frae fae an' wae. 
May God protect thy heath an' hearth 

For aye an' aye. 

No marvel that thy mighty dead 

For thee, dear country, bleeding died ; 
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No marvel that thy Wallace shed 

His inmost core, 
Or Bruce our hardy fathers led 

To free thy shore. 

No marvel ? No ! Thy rugged hills, 
Thy foaming floods an' purling rills. 
Thy daisied plains an' yawning gills 

Were valour fires, 
That doubly warm'd the hearts an' wills 

Of our noble sires. 

Wi* that I think 111 en' my screed, 
Na, fill the paper, whispers greed ; 
But na, for " Peggie " sweers a feed 

She's sau*ly wantin', 
An' faith 'tis time the jaud was free'd. 

For there — she's gantin'. 

Sae noo, guid nicht, guid bliss ye, Sanny, 
May wealth be rife, an' wark be cannie, 
Soon may your mither be a grannie, 

A' thro' your skill ; 
Guid nicht, write soon, my rhymin' crony, 

Yours, Larkie Wull. 
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A RAMBLING EPISTLE. 

I 

(to MESSRS WM. ANDERSON AND ALEX. LIVINGSTONE, 
LATE OF LARKHALL, NOW IN AMERICA.) 

HAIL ! Larkie lads, faur owre the foam ! 
All hail, dear Wull an' Sanny ! 
In shape o* lines Fm awn ye some 

Lang, lang, but ne'er sent ony. 
** That's nocht unusual — naething new," 

I think I hear ye sayin' ; 
An' " cronies dear," I own 'tis true, 
I'm gey guid at delayin*, 

Frae nicht to nicht. 

Frae nicht to nicht, then week to week, 

Till months gang slippin' past ; 
Then decency fair mak's me speak, 

Wi' bumin' shame at last. 
** Should sund'rin' seas mak' frien'ships slicht ?** 

I think I hear ye speer — 
Na, na, for though ye're oot my sight, 

I'm shair ye're doobly dear. 
To me this nicht. 

Nae stunted correspondence durst 
Say stunted estimation. 
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It says — I own't wi* shame— I'm cursed 

Wi' fell procrastination. 
Procrastination, oh, ye thief! 

Since first the world began, 
Perpetual aye has been your brief, 

Frae your careless client, man, 
Baith day and night. 

Begone, ye listless, lazy tyke, 

Ye caurrife, chitterin' weaver, 
Ye, drone-like, shall evict the byke, 

Where lang a donsie leever 
YeVe loonged in langour, day by day, 

A sprag on snell endeavour ; 
Haste, cut your stick, skedaddle ! stay — 

An' I'll clour ye through the beaver, 
An* heid this nicht. 

Noo a' my slackness pray excuse, 

An' let this ance blaw bye, 
An' lads Fll kittle up my muse, 

A hamely lilt to try. 
Guid faith, the jaud, this whilie back. 

Has ne'er ae sentence spoken, 
But, certies, I will mak' her crack. 

Since noo the ice is broken 

Clean through this nicht. 
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Then up, my muse, my soul's delighti 

Begin your hamely blether ; 
An' as ye onward wing your flight, 

A ramblin' subject gether. 
But, baud a wee, till ance I kick 

Thae he cats oot the entry, 
Ah, guidsake, let me at them quicki 

Or else they'll fricht the country 
Wi' yells this nicht. 

When Tam cats loodly serenade 

Their meantime heart's enslaver, 
A well-shied boot's my only aid 

To mak' their ardour waver. 
Ha ! here's a brick ! tak' that ye bruits ! 

See, ane's ca'd tapsalteerie ! 
The rest are in to't teeth an' clits, 

A' fechtin' for their dearie — 
Oor Tib, this nicht. 

Oh sic a din ! For guidsake cease 

Your yellin' an' your scartin'I 
Why canna ye in bashfu' peace, 

Like mortals, dae your coortin'? 
Ha ! here's a pail o' saepy suds, 

Swish I There ye fechtin' devils ; 
Your yells that lately pierced the cluds, 
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Will en' in sniffs and sneevels 
O' caul, this nicht. 

That's cooled their pride, the fechtin' deils ! 

Ance mair wi's usual fury 
Bauld Daddy Winter's cleared the field's 

O' simmer's em'rald doo'ry. 
Frae trees he's rived the leafy rowth, 

Made sterile what was fioo'ry ; 
Garr'd birds that dinna winter south, 

A' huddle up fu' oorie, 

An' cauld at nichts. 

The sun sen's forth its[fiickerin' rays, 

Fu' peely-wally wan ; 
The lambs that sported on the braes, 

Noo frizzle in the pan. 
A nippy win' sweeps owre the plains, 

Wi' nose illumine fury, 
An' mak's the ae-souled maids and swains> 

Close by the ingle coorie. 
To coort at nichts. 

Ac nioht, short syne, in musin' mood, 

I wandered doon by Avon ; 
I socht the walk along the wood^ 

Where aft I've went arovin*. 
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The waiter gushed in angry flood, 

An' owre the rocks went ravin* ; 
Hoo changed 1 thocht since last I stood 

An' watched it sweetly lavin' 
The banks, at nicht. 

But a' maun change — baith scene an' clime 

(An' rhyme) has jist its season ; 
An' weel we ken auld daddy Time, 

Ne'er lets his wheels lack greasin'. 
An' aye as slid they circle roon, 

Oor winter day is nearin', 
When youthfu' blades will fill oor shoon. 

An' through the warld gang steerin', 
Like us the nicht. 

But guidsake, frien's, I'm gruntin' like 

Some greybeard yont the saxty ; 
Bang on my muse, ye donnert tyke, 

Your wits ante mixtie maxtie ! 
Guid faith, ye'U put my frien's asleep, 

I thocht ye'd aye mair gumption ; 
Upon my word, ye snool an' cheep, 

As gin wi' fell consumption. 
Ye lay this nicht. 

Gee up, ye sloongh, spread out your wings, 
I beg your pardon — pinions. 
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An' tell oor frien's 1x)ot ferlie things. 
In Poesy's grand dominions. 

Depict the joys o' Helicon, 
The grandeur o' Parnassus— 

Ach, there she's tumbled wi' a groan. 
An' whimpers " don't harass us," 
Sae, frien's, guid nicht. 
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Oh, dulled is now thine eye and brain, and cold thy 
once proud heart, 

Oh, father dear, how prostrate and inanimate thou art ! 



OFT grim Death, that cruel archer, 
Winged his arrow for thy heart ; 
But as oft the shield of Pity 

.Dashed aside the poisoned dart, 
For a moment Pity slumbered : 

Death, alert, with bended bow, 
Quickly sped his poisoned arrow 
Laying thee, my father, low. 

Do I miss him ? soulless question. 
Would the bee miss nectared flowers ? 



IN ME MORI AM. l^ 



Would the vine and blushing roses 
Miss the sun and vernal showers ? 

Would the storm -tossed weary sailor 
Miss the beacon's guiding light ? 

Would the bright blue arch of heaven 
Miss yon sun, so brilliant bright ? 

Miss him ! ay, while life and reason 

Nerves my heart and fills my brain 
I will miss the voice that cheered me 

O'er life's ofttimes troubled main. 
Can I tell how dear I loved him ? 

Fancy whispers — '* Yes !" — ah, no I 
How he holds my inmost being 

Words of mine could never show. 

Gone thou art, but, oh ! my father, 

If the Power that reigns above 
Values sterling truth and honour, 

Fervent faith and soul-felt love, 
Then, thou'rt dwelling with the ransomed, 

In their glorious blest abode, 
'Midst a ceaseless, fadeless splendour 

In the presence of thy God. 
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IN MEMORIAM— WILLIAM STEWART, 

HAMILTON. 

A KINDER eye ne'er streamed with pity's tear, 
A richer brain ne'er graced such humble sphere^ 
A nobler heart ne'er beat in mortal frame, 
A purer soul high heaven could never claim. 

Cold, cold is now the noble form 

My bosom held so dear, 
Hushed, hushed in death, the mellow voice 

My soul so loved to hear : 
The heaven-fired eye, the God-like brain. 

The heart so nobly just, 
All coldly lie, ah, harrowing thought. 

Amongst the silent dust ! 

As eagle from its airy flight, 

Swoops down upon its prey. 
So death, with sudden, subtle stroke, 

Cut thy dear life away : 
The rarest flowers are first to droop 

'Neath winter's chilly breath, 
And noblest hearts and dearest friends 

Seem choicest prey for death. 
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How short the time since thou and I 

Stood o'er my father's bier, 
And watched them strew the cold damp earth 

O'er him we loved so dear ; 
Oh, strangely true has come thy words 
\ Breathed o'er his narrow bed — 
" Adieu, dear brother, soon must I 

Be with thee 'mongst the dead." 

Ah, dearest friend ! my bursting heart 

Would fain thy worth extol. 
But weak, too weak my muse, to sing 

Thy nobleness of soul ; 
Adieu, dear heart ! in fairer world. 

In lighter, brighter clime. 
Thy truly noble, God-like soul, 

Now rests through deathless time. 



LINES 

ON THE DEATH OP COLONEL JOHN CLARK FORREST. 

ftTHRANG thrang min' is dormant noo, 
A big, big heart is cauld an' still, 
A saft, saft bosom's icy chill 

Whilk aye was het to poortith's goo. 
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Oh, tyrant Death, why spread thy dew 

O'er treasured forms we ill can tine ? . 
Why cleave in twain the maister min* ? 
Why steal the lives we dearest lo'e ? 
Oh, why, grim despot, mak' inanimate an' cauld 
The guide, the counsellor, the shepherd o' the &uld ? 



THE WEE, WEE CLOVER-TAP. 

YESTREEN, when Sol, wi' gowden glow, 
Had dyed the wast'm wave, 
Wi' waesome heart I stood beside 

My bonnie bairnie's grave. 
And lootin' o'er the verdant swerd 

That a' his beauties hap, 
I pu'd frae 'boon his silent heart 
This wee, wee clover-tap. 

Ah, bonnie, bonnie clover-tap ! 

Like him I noo deplore, 
Ye're plucket frae thy parent Stem 

Ere thy first Spring is^'er — 
Ere yet the blightin' Winter King 

Had sawn his hoary crap, 
Anither haun' has stown thy life. 

Thou wee, wee clover-tap. 
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Henceforth, thou wee, wee clover-tap, 

Thy comrades on the lea, 
Within my bosom's inmost core 

ShaU sacred be to me. 
An' oh ! may God my Willie keep 

As safe aneath His hap 
As I will thee, wee hallowed gem — 

Thou bonnie clover-tap. 

Oh, bonnie, bonnie clover-tap ! 

Ye grew 'boon Willie's heart. 
An' frae my breist till life's last 'oor 

Ye winna, winna part, 
An' e'en when o'er my lifeless form 

Thy comrades form a hap^ 
Ye still shall lie upon my heart, 

Thou wee, wee clover-tap. 



WEE JEANIE IS AWA'. 

J. C. R., DALSERF. 

WHEN sweet July was hauflins gane» 
An' roses a' in bloom, 
Were lad'nin' ev'ry zephjn: win' 
Wi' redolent perfume. 
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A wee, wee bud then cheer'd oor hame, 

An' dearest was o' a', 
But cruel death has nipp'd oor gem — 

Wee Jeanie is awa'. 

Fu' gay the lark hails break o' day, 

'Boon Garion Haugh sae green ; , 
Fu' sweet the mavis trills its lay, 

In auld Da'serf at e'en. 
Wee redbreist, in the auld kirkyaird, 

Bids welcome e'enin's fa* ; 
But mute and still's oor ain wee bird — 

Wee Jeanie is awa'. 

Rare siller Clyde rows bonnie on, 

And sings the same auld sang 
As when, in happy days noo gane, 

Our*queenie played alang 
Its verdant banks, and heard it croon 

The sang sae dear to a' : 
Noo by its side she's sleepin' soun' — 

Wee Jeanie is awa'. 

We list the river croon alang, 
But language canna paint 

The mystic something in its sang. 
That seems to us a plaint, 
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A sigh — a wail — for something gane, 

That naething can reca'; 
But aye the burden o' its strain 

Seems— Jeanie is aws^ 

Yestreen we socht the auld kirkyaird,^ 

Wh^n cluds were crimson dressr'd,^ 
An' a' was still save ae wee bird, 

That wailed its riven nest, 
It happit owre the sacred spot 

Where sleeps oor gem — oor a', 
An' sair it mourned its hapless lot-r-^ 

Its nestlans a' awa.' 

Ah, bonnie bird ! ye frantic mourn 

Your nearest, dearest slain ; 
An' wail for those who'll ne'er return 

To cheer your heart again. 
Compared wi' yours, hoo blest oor lot. 

For, at the Maister's ca', 
We'll meet again oor darlin' pet — 

Oor Jeanie noo awa'. 
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IN MEMORIAM— ANDREW J ARDINE, LARKH ALL. 

THOU'RT gone, dear friend, yet scarce I realise 
That death has closed the joy-lit, laughing eyes, 
That hours before in happy health did shine 
And gaily looked responsive into mine. 
The cheery laugh — a bright contagious sound — 
That moved to joy e'en aching hearts around ; 
The health-whole voice — a heart-whole, hope-fraught [tone— 
Oh, who that heard can realise them gone ? 

Yet gone he is, as staunch and true a friend 
As friend could have, and, oh, how sad his end ! 
IVe known him long, and knowing now impart 
With heart-felt truth the beauties of his heart — 
A heart of gold, unmixed with self s alloy ; 
A heart whose joy was joy in others* joy ; 
A heart pure truth one moment ne'er forsook, 
A heart that lay as open as a book. 

Yes, friend, thou'rt gone ; but in the kindred mind 

Ever thy name a sacred home will find. 

And o'er and o'er before our mental eyes 

Thy noble parts shall vividly arise : 

Nerving anew our ofttimes flagging powers 

To emulate thy blameless life, that ours 

A semblance may in virtue bear to thine. 

And dying live, each noble heart our shrine. 
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SINCE GEORGE WAS TA'EN AWA 

(GEORGE MCQUEEN, HAMILTON.) 

HOO lane is noo and eaie 
Oor ance bricht ingleside ! 
The days drag by fu' weary, 

The nichts are like to bide. 
A' seems to pine and languish, 

Like flowerets 'mang the snaw ; 
A' joy has turned to anguish 
Since George was ta'en awa. 

We deemed na that a shadow 

Wad dog his tottin' feet, 
When, bricht as lamb on meadow, 

He left us for the street. 
We dreamed na in his pleasure 

That dangers micht befa* 
Oor bonnie, bonnie treasure — 

Oor Georgie ta'en awa'. 

We kent na when a lauchin'. 

He tottit to be kissed, 
Hoo sune his gleefu' daffin' 

An' kisses wad be missed. 
We wist na when he left us 

We'd tint his beauties a* — 
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Ah me ! a* joy's bereft us 
Noo Georgie's taen awa'. 

Mayhap time intervenin* 

May mak' us less forlorn ; 
But ah ! frae mom to e'enin', 

Frae e'enin' on to mom, 
It seems oor solemn duty 

To sorrowfu' reca* 
Ilk saying look an' beauty 

O' Georgie ta'en awa'. 

■ 

We couldna else but lo'e him, 

His weys sae winnin' were ; 
An', as in thocht we view him^, 

We lo'e him mair an' mair. 
An' whiles at e'en when thinkin'. 

An' slumbers on us fa'. 
We dream oor souls are linkin' 

Wi' Georgie's faur awa\ 

Oh, gentle be your slumbers. 
Oh, peaceful be your rest, 

Where sorrow ne'er encumbers 
The bosomfr o* the blest \ 

We'll miss ye an' we'll raiti* ye, 
An' a' your weys reca'. 
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Till comes oor ca' to join ye 
In the mansions faur awa'. 



ON READING OF THE SUDDEN DEATH OF J. C 
MACDONALD, SCOTLAND'S COMEDIAN. 

(dedicated to " LODGE DRAMATIC," GLASGOW.) 

THE great " J.»C. !" in fact the thee 
O' a' ocht worth at Scottish humour I 
What ! deid ? Ah, me ! Oh, ca't a lee — 

Ye pressmen contradict the rumour. 
The merry Mac, wha's pawky crack 

An' canty sangs set a' alauchin' 
Till mirth's ha-ha's, sae slack'd oor jaws 

That ilk ane's mou' hung like a speuchan ! 
The gran' " J. C," the comic we 

Had ilka season hurlin' tae us, 
Wi' bugle's soun', and gallop roon', 

Ah, shairly he's nae yirkit frae us ? 



He has gane like the flash o' his ain merry dash, 
Like the quick an' quaint glint o' his fun-flashin' ee» 

Yet the langer we ponder the stronger we wonder 
Why death cut the braith frae oor merry " J. C." 
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What wants the auld carl in his sang-silent warl' 
Wi' sic chiels brimmin' owre wi' mad merriments seF? 

Or why in the yirth couldna " Mac's'* merry mirth 
Be left, sae that mair than a memory 'twould dwell ? 

A mem'ry ? ah, yes ! But 'twill never grow less ! 

For 'twill nestle &ur ben in ilk kindly chiel's heart ; 
An' may king, down, an page, an' a' else on Time's stage. 

Play as faithfu' as " Mac." through Life's drama his part. 

He has gane like the flash o' his ain merry dash, 
Like the quick an' quaint glint o' his fun-flashin' e'e, 

Yet the langer we ponder the stronger will linger 
Oor love for the leal-hearted Scotland's " J. C." 



THE WHILIE THEY WERE OORS. 

(sympathetically dedicated to parents who have 
LOST their bairnie flooers.) 

OH, bless the bonnie, bonnie bairns, 
I lo'e them ane an' a', 
An' cankered cads, wha feel na sae, 

Hae bosoms cauld as snaw ; 
They cling an' twine aboot oor hearts 
Like ivy roon the trees. 
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Till bit by bit we feel we're smit 

Wi' love that never dees : 
For e'en though Death comes stealin' ben, 

An' nips oor bonnie flo'ers, 
Wi' miser care, we mind fore'er, 

The whilie they were oors. 

We see them nestle on oor breists, 

The jewels o' oor ee ; 
We hear them, when a whilie gangs, 

Gab, gabbin' roon oor knee : 
Then, oh, frae mem'ry's benmost cell 

What thochts their wordie's bring ! 
What guileless ploys, what gowden joys, 

O' ains ain bairnie spring ; 
Rare gleams o' sunlicht gild oor dreams, 

Faur yont a* Phoebus' po'ers, 
Gem gowden rays o' cloudless days 

When bairniehood was oors. 

Oh, ye wha sigh wi' parent wae 

For bairnie flo'erets gane, 
Ye watched them toddle but an' ben. 

Ye heard them lisp fu' fain ; 
Ye saw them thrive like autumn flo'ers, 

Syne dwine like simmer snaw, S 
Till torn wi' wae, ye wished them firae 

Their sufferin's ta'en awa'. 
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Oh, dae ye wish ye ne'er had seen 
The sweetj quick-nippit flo'ers ? 

Na, «(air ye miss, but mair ye bliss, 
The whilie they were yours. 

" *Tis better to hae lo'ed and lost 

Than ne'er hae lo'ed ava ; " 
An' maybe better 'tis oor bairns 

Should stainless gang awa' : 
For in this world's crooked ways 

Lov'd flo'ers aft come to skaith. 
An' vice coft ills faur sairer chills 

The parent heart than death. 
Oh, boundless is oor bairnie love. 

For though the grave obscures 
Them frae oor view, oh, still we lo'e 

The whilie they were oors ! 



SONG LILTS. 
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" LANGSYNE IN EDEN'S BONNIE YAIRD." 

IN the days sae distant noo, when the yirth was splinder new, 
Ere Time's young oosie chaffs were needin' weedin', O, 
A gushing blushin' twae, wha had newly buckled tae, 

Taen up their first bit hoose in bonnie Eden, O. 
Through a rosy honeymune they gaed skelpin' oot an' in, 

They laugh'd an* daflPd an' gaed ilk ither beardie, O ; 
In a sea o' joy they swam till a Mister Serpent cam' 
An' socht to be a lodger in their yairdie, O. 



O! they micht hae been content, for they roosted 
free o' rent, 

Their taxes a' were settled by the Lairdie, O ; 

An' the young guidwife could wash, fearin' nae vile 
neebour's snash 

'Boot her raggit serks adryin' in the yairdie, O. 
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Mister Serpent lodged a week, then wi' a' a lodger's cheek, 
He roved wP Eve as frisky's pigs in clover, O ; 

He made her crinolines wi' the brainches o' the vines, 

An' wi' the leaves a monster dress improver, O. 

When douce Adam twigg'd the game, a' his bluid flew in a 
flame, 

An* he muttered — " By the spruitin's o' my beardie, O ; 

I will kick this lodger oot." Sae upon his wame an' snoot 

He sent Mister Serpent sprawlin' oot the yairdie, O. 

O ! he micht hae been content, he wis lodgin' free o* 
rent, 

A' his tammie wis provided by the Lairdie, O ; 

An' his lan'leddy could wash a' his duds an' never 
clash 

'Boot her lodger's scanty wardrobe in the yairdie, 0» 

Efter Mister Serpent's leave, Mister Adam an' his Eve 

Began again to caper unco spoonie, O, 
Till ae bonnie efternune, there kick'd up an unco din. 

An' the Parcel Post brocht in a wee, wee loonie, O. 

Noo when Adam saw the wean, " Losh," quo he, " I'll need 
a cane, 

For he'll unco sune be needin' lairdie dairdie, O, 

An' gin he an' I don't gree, I wad like to able be 

To gae him laldy daldy in the yairdie, O." 

O I he micht hae been content, he wis roostin' free 
o' rent. 
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His taxes a' were settled by the Lairdie, O, 

An' his young guidwife could wash, fearin' nae vile 
neeboor's snash 

'Boot her girnin', greetin' bairnie in the yairdie^ (X 

'Tween goo gooin' to the wean, an' the thocht whan he wad 
spean, 
An' the takin' o' her porter aye at noonday, O ; 

'Tween the washin' o' his cloots, an' the pok no' daein' 
doots, 

Mither Eve wis thrang frae Monday roon to Sunday, O. 

E'en douce Adam 'boot the wean, wis sae anxious an' sae 
fain, 

That the wark he should hae 'tendit for the Lairdie, O, 

Wis mislippint in the biz, and the consequences wis 

The loss o' seed potawtaes in the yairdie, O. 

O ! he micht hae been content, an' when sittin' free 
o'' rent. 

His duty wis attention to the Lairdie, O ; 

An' his chief an' bounden fash, 'stead o' helpin' Eve 
to wash. 

Should been pittin' seedlin' Murphies in the yairdie, O. 

As the years gaed rowin' past, an' the weans cam' thick an' 
fast, 

Aboot them, Adam aye grew less new fangled, O, 

No' because he loo'd them less, but the waefu' tawtae mess 

Aye made him fear't frae wark, he'd get entangled, O ; 
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When o' age he wrocht them sair, sae by way o' change o^ 
air 

He took them doon the watter ilka Ne'erday, O ; 

But except that yearly ** blaw," till the day he sough'd awa, 

He kept them thrang as moudies in the yairdie, O. 

But noo they're a' content, and they're lodgin' free o' 
rent, 

Their taxes a' are settled by the Lairdie, O, 

A' their yirthly trauchel's through, an' they're peacefu* 
sleepin' noo, 

In some bonnie, bonnie spattie in the yairdie, O. 



OH, LEEZE ME ON THE DORIC TONGUE t 

OH, leeze me on the Doric tongue ! 
I lo'e it's hamely twang ; 
It's jist guid plain expression's seP, 

In either speech or sang. 
Ilk' word o't bauds a routh o' strength 

Nae ither tongue can claim ; 
Oh, dool befa' the cuif wha'd daur 
Oor mither tongue defame. 

Oh, leeze me on the Doric tongue ! 
It's pith time canna tine ; 
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Oor faithers spak its roosin' words, 

Thae daurksome days langsyne 
When face to face wi' foreign faes 

They fought for King an' hame, 
Gae rax his thrapple in a tow, 

Wha'd daur that tongue defame. 

Oh| leeze me on the Doric tongue ! 

It slips frae lovers* mou's 
Like honey dreepin' frae the cambe, 

An' seals their autless voos. 
Nae ither words sae couthie can 

Express love's tender flame. 
Oh, lassocks dear, tak' tent o' him 

Wha'd daur oor tongue defame. 

Oh, leeze me on the Doric tongue ! 

It aye will bear the gree. 
As lang as heather cleads oor hills, 

As lang's oor thistle's free \ 
As lang as Scotland's hardy sons 

Fame's heich cape-stane can claim^ 
As lang's the warld wags 'twill leeve, 

An' nane will daur defame. 
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JOHN AN' SANDY. 

IN ane a' Scotia's weavin' toons^ 
Faur famed for chiels wi' crackit croons, 
There leeTcd a pair o' wabster loons-^ 
Twin brithers — John an' Sandy. 

Chorus-^ 

When John said " yes," douce San' said " ay " ; 
When John was heigh, douce San' was high. 
" As ane in thocht we'll live an' die " — 
Sae voo'd douce John an' Sandy. 

For saxty years or sae they'd leeved \ 
For fifty years or ma'e they'd weaved, 
An' ne'er a thrawart word had grieved 
The a'e-souled John an' Sandy. 

When John said ^* yes," &c. 

They gaithert claes, they gaithert gowd \ 
In camphor'd kists their claes they stow'd. 
In steel-bun' box 'mang cloots they row'd 
Their gowd — slee John an' Sandy. 

When John said " yes," &c. 
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Their mither min't their hoose an' hose. 
An' daily made their bed an' brosCi 
An' weekly gied a sulphur dose 
To her " bairnies," John an' Sandy. 

When John said " yes," &c. 

Frae hoosehold cares their heids were slee'd. 
Till, lack-a-day ! their mither dee'd ; 
Then ilk' thing, ance sae straucht, gaed glee'd, 
An' sae did John an' Sandy. 

When John said " yes," &c. 

Their hoose was reek't, their hose undamed, 
Their bed wis hard, their brose wis burned ; 
The sulphur dose their stamacks turned — 
Wae's me for John an' Sandy. 

When John said " yes," &c. 

Quo' John, " I'm weel nigh seeck o' life." 
Quo' San, " I'm seeck o' hoosewark strife." 
Quo' John, " We'll dee, or tak' a wife," 
" Well tak' a wife," quo' Sandy. 

When John said " yes," &c. 
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Quo' John, " To Mistress MaxwelPs Nan 
This nicht well toddle, han' in hain', 
An' speer her gin she'll tak' a man " — 
"A man or twa," quo' Sandy. 

When John said " yes," &c. 

They socht the widow's humble hoose. 
An' met her Nan, wha, shy's a moose, 
Sat listenin', while they speered fu' douce — 
" Wilt mairry John an' Sandy ?" 

When John said " yes," &c. 

Quo' Nan, " I'd gledly tak' the tane — 
I daurna tak' ye baith, ye ken." 
Quo' they, " Ye maun taJ^ baith or naneT 
Quo' she, " John, mairry Sandy." 

Then John said "yes" an' San' said "ay;" 
Then John play'd sab, an' San' play'd sigh. 
** As ane we'll leeve, as ane we'll die ! 
Guid-bye !" quo' John an' Sandy. 
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SOME " WRINKLES " WORTH A NEUK IN ILKA 

NODDLE. 

AS life's road we plod alang we get wittens as we gang, 
Ilk 'oor in lown or dirdum has its fairlie ; 
An* as year links in to year, an' oor gumlie gumption's clear, 

We fin' we ne'er can wauk oor wut owre early. 
It's Scotch fate, ye'U unnerstaun', to be wise ahint the haun*. 

An' keepin' min' 0' that as on we toddle — 
I've a skinklin' thocht, d'ye ken, that we'd aiblins better fen. 
Gin we'd keep a neuk for " wrinkles " in oor noddle. 

When we're young an' spunks are skeich, cauldrife Poortith 
stauns abeigh, 

Puir chiel, he canna bide a heepit coggie. 

We've a claucht o' Fortin's tail and we've friends, o' friends 
the wale, 

Wha'U skelp like fun to ser' us, a' sae vogie. 

But should trouble lift the sneck an' in time oor hainin's 
wreck, 

Though tabitless, wi' no a plack or bodle. 

We will fin' their frien'ship laith an' as caul's a Stappy's 
braeth. 

That's a " wrinkle " worth a neuk in ilka noddle. 

Ye wha's youthfu' yeamin's rove in the rosy lanes o' love. 
Gin beauty be the aim for whilk ye bargain. 
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Min', some keesent weezent wulks, wha look queens when 
deck'd in silks, 

Wad spean a year-auld cowt in coat an' shor^goon. 
Ye again wha seek a mate, wha though thrawart be yer fate, 

Wad lo'e ye gin to daurkest dool ye'd roddle. 
Min', a simp'rin' sucker mou' aften means a shallow pow, 

Thae's '* wrinkles " worth a neuk in ilka noddle. 

Gin by toil or gin by wile ye hae poinded Fortin's smile, 

Try ilka plan ye can to keep a baud o't ; 
She's a fickle kin' o' jaud wha o' wooin's easy staw'd, 

Sae try be you, no her, the first that's staw'd o't. 
Hae a shullin' ye can wair, hae a shuUin' ye can spare^ 

To plackless pride ne'er len' a single bodle ; 

Gin yer neebours ^ Bill " should roar, dinna only sleep, but 
snore, 

Thae's " wrinkles " worth a neuk in ilka noddle. 

Gin yer richt-haun' neebour rowts 'boot yer left-haun' nee- 
bour's fauts. 

Be deef an' dumb, or wag yer heid in answer ; 

Keep abeigh frae funkin' mules and frae lazy busy fools ; 

Avoid the law as ye'd avoid a cancer. 

When abroad young " Good " ye meet, dinna proffer him a 
treat, 

He'll tak' it, though at hame a Temp'rance model ; 

It's the clash an' cash, d'ye see, mak's oor masher muffs 
T.T., 

Thae's " wrinkles " worth a neuk in ilka noddle. 
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MY LASS IS GAUN TO MAIRRY ME GIN 

NE'ARDAY. 

OH, my life this fortnicht lang has been gay's a canty sang, 
My heart as licht's a neslin's downy feather ; 
Nae care my joy can clag, nae grief my pleasure sprag, 

For I'm frisky as a bee amang the heather. 
O' rosy health I've rowth, my wealth grows like the growth 

O' an' ilka day shaven sodger's stubby beardie ; 
My wark is never dreigh, for this thochtie keeps me right 
My lass is gaun to mairry me gin Ne'ardy. 

Houp, hurrah ! ilk nicht an' day I'm the gayest 0' the gay, 
I've fairly thrappled sorrow 'neath his beardie ; 

I'm the blithest chiel on earth, an' the secret of my mirth — 
My lass is gaun to mairry me gin Ne'arday. 

The Queen upon the throne ca's a million poun' her own 
(I wush her health amang the puir to spen* it), 

Her sonsy son and heir draws some thoosands ilka year, 
Some dukes can pocket hunner poun's a meenute. 

The merchant fin's his cheer in amassing gowd an* gear, 

The miser joys in gloatin' owre his hoardie ; 

A' sic gowden joys I've missed, but I'm ten times ten mair 
blest 

Wi' the lass that's gaun to mairry me gin Ne'arday. 
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O' ye sappy-heided sumphs ! O, ye flinty-hearted grumphs ! 

O, ye mournin' ! O, ye girnin' cuifs o' sadness ! 
O, ye cream-o*-tartar wulks ! why be ever in the sulks, 

When yer hearts micht quite as weel be fu' o' gladness ? 

Hoots, chaps ! young Hymen's theeks is the saw your sorrow 
seeks — 

It socht an' cured your Dad in Eden's yairdie ; 

Ach, the takin' o* ane's wife is the makin' o' ane's life, 

Sae tryst a lass to mairry ye gin Ne'arday. 

Houp, hurrah ! ilk nicht an' day I'm the gayest o' the gay, 
I've fairly thrappled sorrow 'neath his beardie ; 

I'm the blithest chiel on earth, an' the secret o' my mirth — 
My lass is gaun to tnairry me gin Ne'arday. 



SEEVENTY SEEKIN' SEEVENTEEN. 

*</^ LASS will you marry ? then never a fairy 

\Ji Shall better nor brawer be triggit than thee, 
An' ever sae cosy ye'U rest on my bosy, 

Sae canty an' weel gin my dawtie ye'U be." 
" Gae 'wa' wi' yer haivers, gae 'wa' wi' yer slaivers, 

Yer hoastin' an' hawkin' wad scunner a mule ; 
What ! thinking to marry ? yer thocht ye should bury ! 

Ye totter in', doiterin', deein' auld fule." 
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^* O, lass will you many ? I'm auld but I'm wiry, 

Though totterin' noo, dinna think that I'm dune, 
I'm yaul as the youngest, an' strong as the strongest, 

But cauld's ta'en my banes, lass, wi' lyin' my lane." 
" Tut, tut, man, yer weezent, yer wrinklet and geezent, 

Some day ere it's lang, man, yer framewark will flee, 
Ye're threescore and ten, man, ye're donnert and blin', man^ 

Gae order yer coffin, auld-sune-bound-to-dee." 

*^ O, lass will ye marry ? then happy an' cheery 

I'll deck ye in satin an' ermine sae gran'. 
Ten jewellers shall mak' ye the jewels to deck ye, 

An* ten hunner shiners I'll put in yer haun*. 
^* Ye're auld, dune, an' wealthy ; I'm young, puir an' healthy; 

Ye're life threed's as brittle's a towmond wun strae — 
Yet still, Maister Gruels, get ready the jewels 

Pay doon the gowd clinkers, syne I'll name the day 1" 



THE BONNIE, BONNIE LASSIES, O. 

QVOME poets sing of ancient days, 
\®^ Some sing of foaming glasses, O, 
While some for favour chant the praise 

Of the rich an' higher classes, O. 
Well, let them sing of goodly wine, 

Old days, an' high-flown asses, O ; 



136 SONG LILTS. 



But let the sweeter choice be mine, 
111 sing — ^the bonnie lassies, O. 

The smilin', wilin' lassies, O, 
The heart beguilin' lassies, O, 
The rantin', wanton, soul enchantin* 
Bonnie, bonnie lassies, O, 

Let nobles languish sick at home, 

An' curse ilk 'oor that passes, O, 
While we sae merry forth will roam 

To see the bonnie lassies, O. 
Then arm-in-arm we'll gaily rove 

By woodlan' streams sae glassy, 'O, 
Or, seated in some shady grove, 

Ilk lad will woo his lassie, O. 

Then come ilk jovial, loving heart. 

Raise high your foaming glasses, O, 
Let's hae a bumper ere we part 

To a' the bonnie lassies, O. 
An' next the chorus loodly sing, 

While roon' the bowl it passes, O, 
Until the very rafters ring 

The praise of bonnie lasses, O. 

The smilin', wilin' lasses, O, 
The heart-beguilin' lasses, O, 
The rantin', wanton, soul enchantin^ 
Bonnie, bonnie lasses, O. 
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WHERE THE CANDER JOINS THE AVON. 

WHERE the Gander an' the Avon, 
Wi' a merry, cheery din. 
Kiss an' fondle wi* ilk ither 

Ere they tumble into ane. 
Where nature free, unstinted, 

Lets her fairest favours fa', 
An' decks wi' sylvan grandeur 

A' the braes of Birkenshaw. 
Ah, there I love to wander, 

As the e'enin' shadows fa', 
Were the Gander joins the Avon, 

'Mang the braes o' Birkenshaw. 

Where the Gander joins the Avon, 

'Mang the braes o' Birkenshaw, 
The sunbeams gently linger, 

Seemin' laith to gang awa'. 
Sweet nature's feathered songsters 

Sing far into the e'en ; 
They draw their inspiration 

Frae the bonnie, fairy scene. 
O' scenes frae nature's garden 

'Tis the fairest o' them a'. 
Where the Gander joins the Avon, 

'Mang the braes o' Birkenshaw. 
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COME, MY BLUE-EYED JESSIE. 

Q\WEET Nature's buskit bonnie 
^J In simmer garments gay, 
An' feather'd sangsters mony 

Sing sweet on ilka spray ; 
O'er Avon's crystal water, 

That glints like siller sheen, 
The gentle zephyrs scatter 
The fragrance o' the bean. 

Then come, my blue-eyed Jessie, 

Frae the smoky toun awa'. 
An' rove wi' me, dear lassie, 
'Mang the braes o' Birkenshaw. 

How free, love, we could wander 

Far doun yon bushy glen, 
'Mang Nature's sylvan grandeur, 

Deep hid frae human ken. 
A soul-felt joy would thrill us, 

A hallow'd bliss be ours ; 
For pure, sure love would fill us 
Jn Nature's fairy bowers. 

Then come, my blue-eyed Jessie, 

Frae the smoky toun awa', 
An' rove wi* me, dear lassie, 
. 'Mang the braes o' Birkenshaw 



fVEE LAUGHIN' BAFFIN' LASSIE. 139 



WEE LAUGHIN', BAFFIN' LASSIE. 

WEE laughin', daffin' lassie, 
wr the ee sae bonnie blue, 
Wee dimpled chin, an' rosy cheeks, 

An' sunny open broo 1 
My heart-strings thrill wi' pleasure 

As wi' rare delight I view 
The angel smile that plays aroun' 

Thy ripe red cherry mou'. 
Wee laughin' daffin' lassie, 

Wi' the ee o' heaven's blue, 
If innocence is seen on earth, 

'Tis surely seen in you. 

Wee laughin', daffin' lassie. 

May sordid care an' strife 
Ne'er meet ye as ye wander 

O'er the thorny path o' life ! 
May guardian angels bliss ye 

Wi' frien's warm, kind, an* true ; 
May time deal gently wi' ye. 

An' keep ye fair as noo. 
Wee laughin', daffin' lassie, 

Wi' the ee sae bonnie blue, 
May sorrow never dim that ee, 

Nor furr that bonnie broo ! 
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BONNIE SILLER AVON. 

HOW sweet the hour. The day an' e'en 
Are linkin' into ither, 
An' a' the gowden lift abune 
'S a sea o' lowin* heather. 
How gayly in the zephyr win' 
Ilk bonnie flower is wavin*, 
As saft between its banks sae green 
Rows bonnie, siller Avon. 

Oh, Avon clear, oh, Avon dear. 

How smooth thy glassy bosom ! 
How rare thy braes, where ilka spray 

Hings thick wi' fragrant blossom ! 
The swallows licht, wi' circlin' flicht 

Their pantin' breists are lavin', 
As swift they skim across thy brim, 

Oh, bonnie, siller Avon. 

Oh, list how sweet the robins greet 

The comin' shades o' even'. 
Whilst 'bune the lift the laverocks waft 

Their serenades to Heaven. 
The merry wren jouks in the den, 

The blackie blends his stave in 
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The mavis' sang, that floats alang 
Thy braes, oh, siller Avon ! 

Oh, Avon dear, on ilk thing here 

Sweet Nature's sel's engraven ; 
She gave command that Fairyland 

Be 'mang the braes o' Avon. 
Now o'er the scene, wi' queenly mien. 

Her tiny sceptre wavin'. 
The Fairy Queen reigns day an' e'en 

Amang thy braes, rare Avon. 



THE LASSIES— THE GEMS O' THE WARU. 

T\ ULD slee Mither Nature's a winsome auld dame, 
^®j^ Wha aft deserves credit, an' seldom needs blame^ 
Though some girnin' croakers declare she's a flirt 
(I believe she was flirtin' when makin' sic dirt). 
She's clever, and ever I'll think her a pearl. 
For makin' the lassies — the gems o' the warl', 

O' leeze me on lassies, my heart like a tow 

At sicht o' the dearies gaes aye in a lowe, 

'Tis said that it's boorish to watch them gaun bye ; 

I never could help it, an' never will try. 
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For my soul is enraptured, my brain's in a whirl, 
When I view the dear lassies — the gems o' the warl*. 

O deil tak' the sumph wha gaes snoolin' through life 
Wi' heart tichtly steekit 'gainst sweetheart or wife, 
Puir cuif, if he only but ance kent the bliss 
O* the lover's embrace an' the soul-meltin* kiss, 
His heart 'gainst his ribs would in ecstasy dirl, 
An' he'd sigh for the love o' a gem o' the warl'. 

E'en Adam, oor daddy, in primitive days, 
When skelpin' through Eden in nature's ain claes, 
Nae sarks needin' washin' or clootin' had he. 
His breeks, richt an' ticht, never oot at the knee, 
His brose was aye ready, his meal aye in farle. 
Yet he craved for a lassie — a gem o' the warl'. 

He craved an' he got her — a bonnie young queen 
Stood smiling before him when sleep loused his een— 
An' though it's no written, I'll vouch that it's true, 
The first thing he did was to pree her sweet mou'. 
At Eve an' her apples let ** goody goods " snarl, 
Mither Eve was the eve o' the gems o' the warl*. 
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MY SCOTTISH LASSIE, O. 

0' WARS an* scars let sons o' Mars 
Enraptured tell the story, O ; 
In tales o' wrecks an' bluidy decks, 

Let Neptune's heroes glory, O. 
Let Bacchus store his merry corps, 

Wi' ever reamin' tassie, O : 
Mair dear to me sweet Cupid's fee — 
My bonnie Scottish lassie, O. 

She's neat, she's sweet, she's Nature's pet, 
She's candour's soul sae glassy, O ; 

She's beauty's belle, she's virtue's sel',— 
My bonnie Scottish lassie, O. 

Auld England claims for English dames. 

The sceptre o' perfection, O ; 
Auld Ireland sweers her fire-eyed dears 

Are Nature's choice selection, O : 
But Oh ! gae me the sea-blue ee 

An' cheery mou' sae saucy, O, 
The rose red glow and beauty o' 

My bonnie Scottish lassie, O. 

She's neat, she's sweet, &c. 
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Let misers whine at Mammon's shrine, 

Let noodles ape the classes, 0, 
Let spongers laud that pauper squad — 

Dukes, lords, and sic like asses, O. 
Gae me a boo'r at gloamin* 'oor, 

By Scottish stream sae glassy, O, 
An' by my side, in Scottish plaid, 

My bonnie Scottish lassie, O. 



She's neat, she's sweet, &c. 



ABOARD THE " FLEEIN' JUCK." 
AIR — Where did you get, that hat J* 

HER ain nain sel' was Shon MacSnell, 
She'll cam' frae Inverary ; 
In Larkie toon she's settled doon 

To wrocht the footpath ferry. 
She sails her barque frae Patchie Park 

Richt doon to Cosy Neuk ; 
Hooch, come wi' she she'll sail ye free 
Aboard the " Fleein' Juck." 

Chorus — 

Then ho, ta ho, ta twice ho, ho, 
, The anchor waves on high, 
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The flagchain's draggin' far below 

Where sunken rocks ne'er lie ; 
Tho' Charin' Cross be in a toss 

O' sky-high roUin' muck, 
Hooch ! dinna soom, there's plenty room 

Aboard the " Fleein' Juck." 

Camsrugglen chiels an' Glasgow deils 

Blaw lood aboot their pavements, 
But Shon Macsnell jist hugs hersel' 

An' laughs at such behavements. 
They blaw, the kye, 'boot path-roads dry, 

Hooch ! look at Larkie's luck — 
In rains an' sleets we soom her streets 

Aboard the " Fleein' Juck." 

Chorus — 

Then ho, ta ho, ta twice ho, ho, 

The tide is flowin' high, 
Just men of six-foottwo can go 

An' keep their whiskers dry ; 
Cold Charin' Cross lies in a toss 

O' sky-high rollin' muck, 
Hooch 1 dinna soom, there's plenty room 

Aboard the " Fleein' Juck." 
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O, WERT THOU HERE. 

0WERT thou here, my dearest dear, 
, O, wert thou here beside me, 
Thy form would light the darkest blight 

That ever could betide me. 
rd press thee aft ; thy lips sae saft, 

Sae cherry-ripe and bonnie, 

I'd aften kiss, an' think my bliss 

A bliss unmatched by ony. 

O, wert thou here, wi' joy sincere 

I'd press thee aft, my dearie ; 
My aching breast would be at rest,. 
My dowie heart be cheery. 

O, wert thou here (oh, wish sincere. 

How can ye be denied me ?), 
A' life would seem a joy-filled stream. 

Gin ye were jist beside me. 
Vain wish — ah, me ! a heedless sea 

Is a' that's nigh to hear me ; 
But oh, my dear, I'd gi'e a year 
O* life just to be near ye. 
O, wert thou here, wi' joy sincere 

I'd press thee aft my dearie ; 
My aching breast would be at rest,. 
My dowie heart be cheerie. 



HOGMANA Y. t^f 



HOGMANAY. 

WIFEOCK, slit the dumplin's throttle, 
Flype its clootie owre its en' — 
Toots, gae 'wa' ! whit guid's a bottle ? 

Bring the muckle greybeard ben. 
Heap the shortbread heich's the kebars, 

Brak the bun, the kebbuck tae; 
Ca' Kate, Jock, an' a' the neebours, 
Haith, we'se daff this Hogmanay. 

A' sae merry, a' sae cheerie, 
Lauchin', daffin, glaikit gay, 

We'se be happy owre oor drappie ; 
Houp, hurrah ! for Hogmanay. 

See, they're comin' — eh, sae mony ! 

Circle saets aroon' the fire. 
Welcome Jeanie ! Come na, Johnnie, 

Gang for Mary Maclntyre. 
Here comes Rab o' Muckle Mailin, 

Fiddler Frank, an' mony mae ; 
Welcome, welcome to oor dwallin' I 

Faith, we'se baud oor Hogmanay. 

A' sae merry, &c. 
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Plunk the greybeard, prime the glasses — 

Watter ? Na the deil a tate ! 
Weel a dribble for the lasses, 

But the men maun swallow " nate " 
Laud an' lassie, man an' mither, 

Here's guid wuU to frien' an' fae ; 
Clink an' drink, come, a' thegither ! 

Bottoms up ! it's Hogmanay. 

A' sae merry, &c. 

Cauldrife Poortith's smbored in bannocks 

Sorrow's droon'd in drink galore ; 
Joy, stark daft, gars doors an' winnocks 

Ring responsive to the splore. 
A's glee gyte, e'en dumplin' reekin' 

Seems to blythely speer " Wha'U hae ?" 
Greybeard cries " Ilk gless is leakin' ; 

Pour me oot, it's Hogmanay." 



A' sae merry, &c. 

Madame Mim an' glesses clinkin' 
Canna 'gree, sae Mim has gane — 

Tammas Tamson, min' the drinkin' 
Lat yer Jenny's mou' alane — 

Na, guid safPs, they're guid as sucker, 
Kisses a' aroon we'se hae ; 
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Gosh, d'ye ken, they help the liquor, 
Hinney'd smacks at Hogmanay. 

A' sae merry, &c. 

Hark ! ('mang fun time's never tardy,) 

There's oor waggie wernin' twal ! 
In a glifF we'se hae young Naerday, 

Ca'in' Hogmanay reel-rail. 
Shall it's comin' dull oor daffin ? 

Na ! as ane we'se haud the twae ! 
Here's to Nearday, come, "be quaffin', 

Here's again to Hogmanay. 

A' sae merry, &c. 



THE TRYSTING TREE. 

HERE beside the trysting tree — 
Where the burnie, pure and glassy. 
Glides sae smoothly to the sea — 

I await thee, bonnie lassie ; 
In the distant glowing west 

Lang the sun has sunk, dear lassie, 
Lovely nature's noo at rest. 

Tryst time's past — Why stays my Jessie ? 
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Icy fear my bosom chills, 

A' aroon' seems cauld an' dreary ! 
Fancy paints a thousand ills 

That's befaun my bonnie dearie ; 
Has she false or fickle grown ? 

Perish noo the thought for ever ! 
She is mine, an' mine alone, 

Nocht but death can mak' us sever. 

Hark ! I hear a rustlin' noise 

'Yont yon bushes intervening — 
Noo a lassie's silvery voice 

Fills wi' sang the deein' e'enin' ; 
Ah, that voice ! a magic thrill 

Tells my heart it comes frae Jessie — 
Icy fears nae longer chill, 

For I clasp my bonnie lassie. 



GIPSY GLEE AND CHORUS. 

fl 

WE'RE merry, merry, merry, merry gipsy blades. 
As free as the mountain air, sirs. 
We're cheery, cheery, cheery in the greenwood glades, 
Be the weather foul or fair, sirs, 
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If we live but to thieve, then we thieve but to live, 

And our motto firm and sure, sirs. 
Is to take, ear' and late, from the purse-proud and great. 

And to give when we have to the poor, sirs. 
No socialistic dream, no philanthropic scheme, 

Could more sure, stores secure to the poor, sirs. 

C hot us — 

But if, ha, ha, ha, those limbs of the law, 

Our ways too closely scan, sirs, 
We throw them at fault as with red-hot bolt 

We solder a pot or a pan, sirs. 
And if, as with some, they to questioning come 

To drown their voices our plan, sirs, 
Is to tap, tap, tap, and to rap, rap, rap. 

With our hammers on a pot or a pan, sirs. 
For a rattling tap, tap, and a brattling rap, rap. 

Drown the sounds of our sour, surlv answers. 

With breezy, breezy, breezy, breezy laugh and chaff, 

We gladden the live-long day, sirs. 
The reezy, reezy, reezy mountain dew we quaff. 

While we eat of the best alway, sirs. 
£ach a boat, each afloat, each a keg 'neath his coat. 

And the lugger's hold holds less, siri, | 
Pop 1 a shot, now a plot, and the deer's in the pot. 

None the deer but the Peer will miss, sirs. 
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Twould be suicidal quite if with plenty in our sight, 
We should starve to preserve sportsmen bliss, sirs. 

But if, ha, ha, ha, eta 

With weary, weary, weary, weary love-lorn maids, 

O, our mothers ply their arts, sirs, 
And dreary, dreary, dreary, dull, lone-love loads 

Do they lift from the maidens' hearts, sirs, 
In a palm what a calm, what a wealth of wedded balrn^ 

Or woe for the maids they see, sirs, 
As reward they accord each as mate a lout or lord — 

The prize from the size of the fee, sirs. 
Plenty precedents they find, for the universal mind, 

Is to think to the clink of the fee, sirs. 

But if^ ha, ha, ha, etc. 



TIME'S TOWMOND WAB : A NEW YEAR SONG. 

Tune— After the Ball. 

ANITHER wab has passed owre auld Time's big \oqx\ 
Mixed warp an' woof was wi' lichtness and gloom. 
Wee streaks o' ermine, big clouds o' drab, 
Thae^ interminglin', filled up the wab. 
Wee tiny joy tints struggled to tell 
Where dwelt in gladness Joy's mellow sel' ; 
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But dark were its woe clouds, big, big, its drab, 
Sorrow seemed trump in Time's towmond wab. 

Chorus — 

Time's towmond wab is woven, 

Beam'd fu' again is his loom ; 
O, may his warp and his woof be 

Scanty o' poortith and gloom ; 
May the click, click, o' his shuttle 

Saften ilk sorrowfu' sab ; 
O, may the floo'r o' content fill 
Times towmond wab. 

Repeat Chorus — 

Time's towmond wab is weaving, 

.Tireless his shuttle-filled loof 
Clicks in oor guid an' oor ill, for 

We are his warp and his woof; 
Then let us brighten his wab by 
Cloorin' cursed envy an' grab, 
Thae are the blotches that daurken 
Time's towmond wab. 

Repeat again — 

Time's towmond wab is weaving, 
Cursed be the sel'y-fiUed coof 
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Wha, though a threed in a thoosan', 
Scobs the Strang warp an' guid woof; 

O, may the weft o' enlichtment 
Scatter the gloom o' sic drab, 

Sae that wi' brightness will filled be 
Time's towmond wab. 



IT'S GRAN' TO BE A GROCER. 
Tune— Off to Philadelphia, 

I'M a grocer's chief assistant in a kintry village distant 
Some twall or fourteen miles frae auld Saint Mungo, 
it's a kin' o' occupation that has guid bits in relation 
To the mushroom 'mang the scores o' ither fungi. 

" See's a quarter-unce o' baccy — that's three-fardens, Mr 
Mackie, 

At threepence by the unce ye're no' a losser — 

For the farden ? Oh ! beg pardon ; I'll tak' whusky for the 
farden," 

Oh, thunder ! but it's gran' to be a grocer. 

When the simmer sun's uncanny, an' yer sausages a' laney 

Are waukin' owre the coonter holis bolis. 
It's a crusher when a fisher offers twopence for the dish, or 

Afailin' your acceptance sen's the polis. 

As the fisher e'es the jumpers, he exclaims — "Sic jolly 
thumpers ! 
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They'll save me howkin' bait — ^noo, don't say no, sir— 

Gosh^ I'm thinkin' twopence nobbish for that dish o' jumpin' 
rubbish." 

Oh, thunder! but its gran' to be a grocer. 

When thae randies Slope an' Keely, tick a dizzen cans o' 
jeely, 
An' never pey a maik, the brazen hempies, 

There's a calm, releegious feelin' owre yer senses comes 
astealin' 

When they sweetly seek a shullin' for the empties ; 

But ye lift the cans asmilin', though yer haun's ye're grossly 
fylin' 

Wi' a sticky dirt that couldna huddle closer, 

Then ye say, *' Ma'ms Slope an' Keely, that's the cans pey'd, 
pey the jeely, 

An' ye'U infinitely please this sloppit grocer." 

When that masher, Mrs. Meikle, 'orders half a pound of 
treacle 

She mak's us counter-loupers nimbly canter ; 

To the boss she'll say, " Now, Skinner, I've got company to 
dinner, 

And I wish that treacle forwarded instanter ; 

Very sorry thus to hurry, but my mind's in such a worry ; 

Would you kindly send per van, the boy's so slow, sir ; 

-And} aby Skinner, for your trouble you may make the order 
double." 

'l. :Oh, thunder, but its gran' to be a grocer. 

)i \ 
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A HUNDRED MILES TO-DAY. 

HO ! comrades, ho ! awake, for lo ! 
Far in the east the sun 
Peeps shyly forth, and bids all earth 

Begin the daily run. 
Awake, awake 1 day's silv'ry streak 

Swift widens on its way ; 
Our bugle calls ; we ride, my pals, 
A hundred miles to-day. 



Ho ! comrades, ho \ now swift we go 

On steeds that never tire, 
Past stalk and spire, through town and shire,. 

Like streak of flashing fire. 
Yon drowsy hind's dull drowsy mind 

Seem'd filled with wild dismay, 
When past we flew, resolved to do 

A hundred miles to-day. 



l6o CYCLE SONGS. 



Ho ! comrades ho still swifter go ; 

Each manly heart beats high ; 
The pad is rare, clear, keen the air ; 

Joy sparkles in each eye. 
Rare ruddy health, that best of wealth, 

Runs dancing on our way ; 
Ride, ride, my boys, we'll keep its joys 

A hundred miles to-day 

Ho ! comrades, ho ! no further go ; 

We've reached the outward goal ; 
Sound, bugler, sound, and homeward bound 

We'll wing, each freshened souL 
My boys, what bliss could equal this, 

To cheer life's barren way ? 
On, on, each one, we'll soon have done 

A hundred miles to-day. 

Ho ! comrades ho ! bestir, for lo ! 

Our race is nearly done ; 
A straight mile in, now quickly spin — 

Hurrah ! our goal is won. 
Dismount, dismount, at pleasure's fount 

We've washed all care away ; 
We've swiftly run, and fairly done 

Our hundred miles to-day. 



THE STEEL AND GUTTA-GIRT WHEEL, i6i 



HURRAH I FOR THE STEEL AND THE GUTTA- 
GIRT WHEEL. 

QAOFTLY and swiftly our gutta-girt wheels 
\2/ Over the pathway are gliding, 
Gleaming and seeming like sunbeam that steals 

Smoothly on, nowhere abiding. 
Presto 1 what change since our fathers of yore 

Rode on their iron-girt creakers, 
Deeming invention no further could soar 

Than rickety, wooden " bone shakers." 

Hurrah ! for the steel and the gutta-girt wheel. 
Hurrah ! for the country that's level, 

Hurrah ! for the joys of us light-hearted boys 
Who gay on our bicycles revel. 

Drinkers and thinkers may drink or may dream, 

Soldiers may boast of their medals, 
Statesmen may stump on their hobby-horse theme, 

But O, for the saddles and pedals ! 
Merrily, cheerily spinning along, 

Ev'ry heart light as a feather, 
Voices and pedals in rollicking song 

Chiming and timing together. 

M 
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Hurrah ! for the steel and the gutta-girt wheel, 
Hurrah ! for the country that's level, 

Hurrah ! for the joys of us light-hearted boys 
Who gay on our bicycles revel. 

Gaily and freely the soft summer sun, 

Lightly and brightly is dancing 
Full on our spokes, till our wheels — ev'ry one — 

Seem circles of silver all glancing. 
Fresh from the heavens on winglets of down, 

Soft sighing zephyrs steal o'er us. 
Cooling and cheering — Ah, yonder's a town, 

Now for our rollicking chorus. 

Hurrah ! for the steel and the gutta-girt wheel, 
Hurrah ! for the country that's level, 

Hurrah ! for the joys of us light-hearted boys 
Who gay on our bicycles revel. 

Healthily, heartily rend we the air 

With cheers for the Empress of neatness ; 
Heartily hoping that each future year 

We'll add to her speed and completeness. 
And when Dame Invention no longer inspires, 

And time our young energy smothers, 
In fleetness and neatness as wt beat our sires 

May out sons in turn beat their fathers. 



O, HANG THE DASHT STEEL. i6j 

Hurrah ! for the steel and the gutta-girt wheel, 
Hurrah ! for the country that's level, 

Hurrah ! for the joys of us light-hearted boys 
Who gay on our bicycles revel 



O, HANG THE DASHT STEEL AN' THE GUTTER- 
GIRT WHEEL. 

QA LOWLY and saftly oor gutter-girt wheels 
\®/ Through 'mang the clabber are sliding 
Loomin' an' seemin' — us bicycle chiels — 

Like ducks owre a glaury hole glidin'. 
Certes ! a cheenge o' oor claes we require, 

For breeks, coats, collars, an' dickeys 
Are draiglet an' drookit wi' water an' mire, 

An' stuck fu' oor necks are wi' chuckles. 

O, hang the dasht steel an' the gutter-girt wheel, 
O, hang the dasht holes seemin' level \ 

There's hanged little joy for a bicycle boy 
To constant in glaury holes revel. 

Rhymer Rab's dreamin' the poet's young dream, 

Weaver Wull's thinkin' o' treadles, 
Politic Pate's on the Hamert Rule theme, 

When owre wi' a clyte aff their saddles 
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Wearily, drearily, ilka ane's flang, 

Clingin' an' hingin' to ither, 
Skinnin' their noses an' heids as they gang 

Soomin' through gutters thegither. 

O, hang the dasht steel, &c. 

Gaily an' freely the fountains abune, 

Thickly an' quickly are sendin' 
Torrent on torrent, till noo there seems one 

Vast ocean o' water descendin'. 
Fierce frae the heavens, the win' whistles doon, 

Nicht's muckle ulster falls o'er us, 
Dark is the pathway ; an' thunder ! the toon 

Is yet an 'oor's journey before us, 

Oy hang the dasht steel, &c. 

Growlin' an' howlin' noo, ilka ane vows, 

Ne'er to put feet on oor pedals. 
Till big umbrellas are rigged owre oor pows, 

An' splashboards are fixed 'hint oor saddles ; 
An' then, though the pathway be covered wi' mire, 

An' heav'n ilka rain drap untethers, 
We'll gaily spin onward, not duck-like in glaur, 

But peacock-like spreadin' oor feathers. 

O, hang the dasht steel, &c. 
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GUDE PEETY PUIR FOLK WHA HAE BICYCLE 

FRIENDS. 

(a sang in search o' a tune.) 

WHEN saft balmy zephyrs are fannin' the cluds, 
An' Nature's sweet choristers mak' vocal the wuds ; 
When meadows are bonnie in emerald green, 
An' rivers are glist'nin' in silvery sheen ; 
When a' seems to join in a a'efold intent, 
To soothe fykie man into lazy content. 
The cyclist sweeps roon on the tranquillized scenes. 
An' badgers the lives o' his puir kintry friens'. 

Wi' kites slack's their stockin's, 

An' drouth naething sleekens, 
Their veesit betokens a siege on the means ; 

Till meatless and feckless, 

Puir bodies grown reckless 
Cry, " Peety the luckless wi' bicycle frien's ! " 

When the pey's a thocht bigger, through wark bein' rife, 
A pie each the workman brings bairnies an' wife ; 
They're seated, got spunes, an' aboot to begin, 
When — " Hark ! What's adae wi' the buglin' an din ? " 
" 'Tis oor cyclist frien's roon on their wame cravin' flicht I 
Hoots, weans, gang an' play, ye'U get parritch gin nicht." 
An' the pieless bairns wail as they kick the machines, 
" Gude peety puir folk wha hae bicycle frien's." 
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In the happy-go-lucky douce days o' langsyne, 

Ere eighteen days' labour got tinker'd in nine, 

The leal kintry bodies took leasure to leeve — 

" Come gloamin' come ninepence," their maxim fu' steive. 

The husband and wifeock drank hamert brew'd maut, 

An* leeved the full hunner on tatties an' saut ; 

Ah, then there was nae sic infernal machines, 

Bringin' roon thae life short'ners, oor bicycle frien's. 

Wi' kites slack's their stockin's. 

An' drouth naething slockens. 
Their veesit betokens a siege on the means 

Till meatless an' feckless, 

Puir bodies grown reckless 
Cry, " Peety the luckless wi' bicycle frien 8 
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THE COUNTY CUP TIE. 

QSONS of the football, brave knights of the leather, 
\®/ Bright is your aspect in limb and in eye, 
Strong as the oak tree, and tough as the heather, 
Foe, woe, and weather alike ye defy. 

Comrades, weVe met again, 

O, how we get again. 
Hopeful and strong as the time draweth nigh 

When, all so fleet again, 

Foemen we'll meet again. 
Meet and defeat in the county cup tie. 

Chorus — 

Here is oor banner, lads, 

" Town and town's honour," lads, 
This in the face of creation we'll fly, 

And by our duty, lads, 

We will its beauty, lads. 
Heighten and brighten by winning this tie. 
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Sons of the football, brave knights of the leather, 

See how our townspeople line every side ; 
Mark their hopes glow as they smile to each other. 
Hark how they cheer us in confident pride. 

Shall we their faith decay ? 

Shall we their trust betray ? 
Shall we ignobly dim hope's beaming eye ? 

Never, while sturdiness, 

Never, while hardiness, 
Never, while worthiness wins a cup tie. 

Chorus, &c. 

Sons of the football, brave knights of the leather. 

Thoughts of self-glory we'll banish away, 
Banded as brothers in union together 
One to another we'll faithfully play. 

Knights of the leather, then, 
Onward together, then, 
A prize is before us that gold cannot buy. 

Cease we to prattle now. 
Show we our mettle now, 
Nobly let's battle and win the cup tie. 

CHORUS — 

Here is our banner, lads, 

" Town, and town's honour," lads, 
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This in the face of creation we'll fly, 

And by our duty, lads, 

We will its beauty, lads. 
Heighten and brighten by winning this tie. 



AULD SCOTLAN'S FAME IN FOOTBA*. 

AS lang langsyne auld Scotlan' 
Nursed her Wallace an' her Bruce, 
Her Douglas, an' sic chiels as thae, 

To nab her faes when croose \ 
Sae noo in peace as mither 

To the grand auld footba' game 
She fondly nurtures gallant sons 

To still uphaud her name. 
And ilka year Time passes 

Through below his goalpost's bar 
Proves Scotlan's just in footba' 

What langsyne she was in war — 

Aye fu' fain to dae't again, 
Ever best ilk test by faur ; 

Oh, Scotlan's jist in footba' 
What langsyne she was in war. 
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Her grand auld oak tree, Arnott, 

Lang has stude the battle's brunt, 
An* still wad prove her trusty ward 

If danger loomed in front ; 
Her Smellie, too — all honour 

To his weel-won fadeless fame — 
Wad still for Scotia's glory 

Sen* a Scottish " scorcher '' hame ; 
Her Sellar an' sic heroes, 

Grey an' grim wi' age and scar, 
Mak' Scotlan' jist in footba* 

What langsyne she was in war — 

Aye fu' fain to dae't again. 
Ever best ilk test by faur ; 

Oh, Scotlan's jist in footba' 
What langsyne she was in war. 

Her Haddow, Boyd, MTherson, 

Lambie, Begbie, Mitchell, Smith, 
Her Kelso, Brown, and " Batt'rin' Ram,'^ 

Are samples o' her pith. 
Thae link'd wi' Erin's heroes — 

Kelly, Dowds, M'Farlane, Doyle, 
An' grand auld " Duke " M*Mahon — 

Mak' auld Scotlan' footba's soil. 
Though English gold has stolen 

Frae us mony a native " star," 
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Auld Scotland's jist in fitba' 

What langsyne she was in war — 

Aye fu' fain to dae't again, 

Ever best ilk test by faur ; 
Oh, Scotlan's jist in footba' 

What langsyne she was in war. 



A SONG OF WELCOME 

TO THE LARKHALL ROYAL ALBERT F.C., WINNERS FOR THB 
SECOND YEAR IN SUCCESSION OF THE LANARKSHIRE CUP. 

WELCOME, Albert ! home returning, 
Brow aflame with victor glow, 
Second honours nobly spurning, 
King thou'rt now o'er ev'ry foe. 
Proud we meet thee, 
Loud we greet thee. 
Crowd we greatly to admire 
Thee whose banner 
Is our honour — 
Football king of Lanarkshire. 

Welcome, Albert ! language never 
Could depict the plaudits we 
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Would give thee, whose warword ever 
Is our towti's supremacy. 

King twice over, 

Foes discover, 
Time can never quench thy fire. 

Home began it, 

Home will fan it — 
Football king of Lanarkshire. 

Welcome, Albert ! o'er thy banner 

Vict'ry spreads her pinions grand ; 
Fame attending trumps thine honour 
Loudly, proudly o'er the land. 

Still aspire, then, 

Never tire, then, 
Till proud victory's highest spire 

Thou'rt awarded, 

And recorded 
Football king of efifty shire. 
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HECH ME, BUT I'M WEARY. 
(bailie nicol jarvie.) 

[The Bailie on his return journey, after visiting Rob Roy in the High- 
lands, is discovered seated in Jean Mac Alpine's inn.] 

Bailie. — ** Weel, after the fatigue it has been my lot to suflfer this 
blessed day, a cup o' brandy does nae harm. My cousin Rab is bringin* 
up his family to an ill en'; an' as for my cousin Helen — My conscience ! 
(Drinks.) Thank Heaven, I shall soon leave this dolefu' country." — 
J^ob Roy, 

HECH me, but I'm weary, I'm heart-sick and sad ; 
O' my kinsfolk I've got quite a wamefu', 
I wush I was quat o' the d — nable squad — 

Forgi'e me for sweerin' sae shamefu'. 
" My conscience," I surely was donnert or mad 

That day I set oot frae the Sauty : 
For naething but care an' vexation I've had 
Since I taen the last cheeper frae ** Mattie " — 
Laird Limmerfield's cousin is " Mattie." 



I grue an' I pech when I think o' my fecht 
In this inn at the Aberfoil clachan, 



N 
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I'm gled nane at hame can tell ** Bailie Graham," 
Or I'd ne'er hear the en' o' his lauchin'. 

I thocht when yon Kilty's sword flew 'boot my held 
That a meenute wad see me a " crocker ;" 

But a kin' frien' in need is a guid frien' indeed, 
An' a gey handy frien' was the poker — 
" My conscience 1 " there's waur than a poker. 

When I hung by the coat on the auld thorn tree, 

The bullets flew thickly aroon' me ; 
The " Dougal " frae that kittle scrape set me free. 

But then — he was wantin' to droon me ! 
Wi' the " Deacon " I thocht I'd been sleepin' ere noa 

In the kirkyaird awee yont the Sauty ; 
But I hope I'll be spared yet a wee while to woo. 

An' then — I'll be sleepin' wi' " Mattie " — 

Ay, I'm sune to be merrit' to " Mattie," 

Noo if ever it be that I'm made an M.P., 

And troth that very weel micht be, 
I'll move that oor sodgers instead o' thae swords 

Get red-het pokers to f^cht wi'. 
I expect opposition to maist o' my Bills, 

But my " pet " ane each statesman will hark tae — 
I'ts — to howk oot the rocks o' thae Aberfoil hills 

To pavement the pathways in Larkie — 

A' my forbears were weavers in Larkie. 
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MY BONNIE JEANIE, WOMAN, 
(dumbiedykes.) 

THERE she gangs, Jeanie gangs, 
Lintie-licht doon the loanin', 
A' her lee-lanely seP 

On her lang tramp to Lunnon. 
In my een brinakears, 

In my heart Sowie gloamin', 
Tell's the sun o' my life, 

Is my bonnie Jeanie, woman. 

There she gangs, there she gangs. 

There she gangs, Jeanie gangs, 

A' my love wadna stay her ; 
Nocht is left me but dool, 

For my heart has gane wi' her. 
A' my gowd in the hoose, 

A' my kye on the common, 
Brings nae joy to me noo 

Since I've tint my Jeanie, women. 

There she gangs, there she gangs» 

There she gangs, Jeanie gangs, 
Noo my gran'mither's satins, 
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An' my ain mither's silks 

Can be meat for the rattens, 
Aft I've eed them wi' pride, 

Aft I've catched myseP hummin' — 
Ye'll be shown to your best 

When ye deck my Jeanie, woman. 

There she gangs, there she gangs. 

There she gangs, Jeanie gangs, 

An' I'll just, to provoke her, 
Get the clergy to wed me 

To Peggie Kittlepoker. 
Oh, she's fair, fat, an' young, 

Dod, she's jist saxty comin' ; 
I'll be happy wi' Peg, 

For she's Oh, Jeanie, won^an ! 

There she gangs, there she gangs. 



GIN A BODY BE A WIDOW, 
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GIN A BODY BE A WIDOW. 

(MRS. M'CANDLISH.) 

Air — QotnifC ihto^ the rye, 

GIN a body be a weedow, 
Lanely nicht and day, 
Gin a body be a weedow, 
Maun she aye be sae ? 
Men are blin' as bats, or shairly 

They wad unnerstaun' 
Hoo us bodies, bein' weedows, 
Best could suit a man. 

Gin a body be a weedow. 

Will a body daur 
Say a body, though a weedow, 

Is a wheet the waur ? 
Whits a glaikit, senseless lassock, 

Dress'd hooever gran' 
Placed beside a buxom weedow 

Practised wi' a man ? 

Gin a body be a weedow. 
Maun she dim her ee, 

Greetin' for a man wha's hobby 
Was to gang an' dee ? 
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No, gin husbands be sae foolish, 
Selfish, mean, an' thrawn. 

Let us show a woman's spunk, an' 
Tak' anither man. 

Gin a body be a weedow, 

Weedow'd twice or sae ; 
Gin a body be sic weedow, 

She's the ane to hae. 
Twice IVe merrit, twice I've buried, 

Sae I'll unnerstan' 
Hoo — gin practice mak's perfection- 

Hoo to treat a man. 

Gin a body be a weedow — 



Listen, a' mankin' ! — 
Gin a body be a weedow, 

It's against her min'. 
She has preed the bliss o' marriage, 

Fand sic bliss was gran' ; 
Sae her soul-felt wish is ever — 

Oh, a man, a man ! 
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LAIRD DUMBIEDYKES. 

ILKA gowden simmer e'enin', 
When the cluds are a' aflame, 
Sees puir Dumbie, laird and lover, 

Gazin' on his Jeanie's hame. 
Winter comes wi' winters fury, 

Wild an' shrill the storm fiends roar, 
Years roll by, an' yet comes Dumbie 
Wistfu' gazin as o' yore. 

Ilka gloamin' hears him hummin', 
" Jeanie, woman," is his sang, 

" Are ye comin', Jeanie, woman ? 
Oh, your Dumbie's waited lang." 

E.ude an' rustic's dowie Dumbie, 

Cauld and cheerless is his mien, 
Slow and sluggish, never heated, 

'Cept when whackin' " Rory Bean." 
Yet though stannin' dull an' dowie, 

Sookin' at his toom clay pipe. 
Deep within his briest for Jeanie 

Dwells a love pure, warm, an' ripe. 

In or oot, auld Dame Balchristie 
Winna gie puir Dumbie peace, 
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Craikin', croakin', aye to get him 
Coaxed to wed her muckle neice. 

" Cheenge yer life " she's constant yelpin', 
** Tak some decent woman in." 

" Ay," says Dumbie ; " yes, I'll cheenge my — 
Let me see — I'll cheenge my shoon." 

Mony reasons prompt Laird Dumbie 

Thus to fancy Jeanie Deans, 
She is bonnie, carefu', cannie, 

An' her faither has some means. 
Chief o' a', though, when his mither 

Dee'd she left some gowns behin'. 
An' he fancies (carefu' Dumbie) 

They'll fit Jeanie every ane. 

Ilka gloamin' hears him hummin', 
"Jeanie, woman," is his sang ; 

" Are ye comin', Jeanie woman ? 
Oh, your Dumbie's waited lang.'" 
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IN PRAISE O* PARRITCH. 

(sandy HEPBURN.) 

GIE the Russian his oil, 
Gie the German British creeshin', 
Gie the Frenchman his frogs, 

Gie the Hielan'man his sneeshin', 
Gie the Dutchman his ease, 

Gie the Scot his beuk an' carritch, 
But gie me — modest man — 
Jist a heepit cog o' parritch, 

For they're guid ; oh, they're guid \ 

Gie the Hindoo his rice, 

Gie Italians maccaroni, 
Gie the Englishman his beer, 

Gie the " spongee " Jew his money ; 
Gie them a' what they wuU — 

Creeshin', frogs, sneeshin', carritch, 
Maccaroni, oil, or beer. 

But gie me my native parritch, 

For they're guid ; oh, thej^re guid t 
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"TUCK O' DRUM/' 
(finale.) 
Air — Will ye no come back again. 

^ARY Hamilton — 

When despots ruled wi' iron haun' 
Oor ilka 'oor was fu' o' pain j 

But noo despotic poo'rs hae fa'en, 
An' a' oor laws are richt again. 

Chofus — A' oor laws are richt again, 
A' oor laws are richt again, 
Since noo despotic poo'rs hae fa'en 
A' oor laws are richt again." 

IBailie Hutton — 

Noo lad and lass may freely rove 
By Cadzow Grove or Lovers' Lane, 

Nae proclamations mar their love — 
For a' oor laws are richt again. 

Chorus — A' oor laws, &c. 

Jenny Hepburn — 

Oor San' at last wi' last an' awl 
May work wi' all man's lasting main. 
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For, all in all, he last of all, 
Would wish our laws a' wrang again. 

Chorus — A' oor laws, &c. 

Sandy Hepburn — 

Gin Jenny there at last wad see, 
That's always last's no lasting gain, 

She'd leave all last thrawn words to me. 
Then heart an' soul we'd gree again. 

Chorus — A' oor laws, &c 

Hepburn — Judgin' frae the kin' o' musical look on Donald's 
face, I think the crater wad like to sing a bit verse tae. 

Donald — Ach, Santy, she'll was pe sair oot o' tune, put, wi' 
oor frien's commission, she'll mak' a spoke — 

Shentlemens and ladymens, ta play will now be tone, 
Her nainsel' fain some former nicht wad see you every one ; 
Youll thocht pecause she's Heilant she'll pe ignorant's a kye, 
But she'll ken as petter geography as either you or I. 

Hooch ay, she knows her English too, ay, petter twice as 

more 
As any of. you here to-night from Greenock's ice-pound 

shore. 
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She learned her praw, praw mainners an' her shentlemanly 
style, 

When she leeved wi' Santy Hepburn in Hamilton's muckle 
shile ; 

She'll start to snuflF her whiskey there, an' trink her sneeshin' 
too — 

Ach, Santy, but her nose is yeuck, hae ye ony sneeshin' noo? 

Hooch, Santy, tat be nippy — a-cheuch ! a-cheuch ! ! a-chew ! ! ! 

She'll never shile ye mair once more, sure's three an' one are 
two. 

Ochone, her nose ! Hooch, chap her pack ta mak' ta sneesh- 
in' come, 

Come pack again some former nicht and hear ta " Tuck o^ 
Drum." 
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LAIRD LAIRLUVE OUTWITTED. 

Greenloan, MachaD, 
Laverockha', Spring, 1895. 

DEAR SAUNDERS, faur ayont the faem,— Fu' gleefii*' 
gleg I gar the aesual trauchle an' fykie fash o' the 
bizzin' fizzin', flauchterin' fill-an'-fetch-for-favour, flittery, blit- 
tery, gigghn*, higglin', soul-saddenin', serf-seemin' (my new 
pen's a gran' slider) ilka day job o' shopkeepin' staun ayont 
frae my sicht, sae that I'll can gie ye a bit inklin' anentin' 
the raither comical way in whilk auld Laird Lairluve tint a* 
notion o' wooin' Jeanie Allan. 

Ye'll aiblins no' min' unco muckle ocht aboot Jeanie, she 
bein' sic a wee bit chit o' a lassock when ye gat sae vogie 
owre the twa-three bits o' bawbees ye had hained, an' maun 
needs gang vaperin' awa' owre the sea to spen' them on the 
whigmaleeries an' ferlies o' a faur awa' kintry, but I can teU 
ye she's a braw swanky, clean-shankit kimmer noo. Man,., 
div ye ken, I had at orra times, a while sin' a kin' o' hauf 
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hankerin' notion myser o' gettin' a blackfit to her, an' 
but, Saunders, I'm wudmad to write sae! Gin my auld 
mither gets a glint o't — waesucks ! there'll be a toozie tulzie 
o' tongue at oor fire-en', I'se warran' ! That i* the bye-gaun, 
as the chiel said when he ca'd the cleg on the cuddy's rump 
into jaup an' the cuddy ca'd him into the syvor. 

Ye'll brawless min' o' Laird Lairluve? Weel, gin the 
auld weezent warldsworm, tottin' twa-fauld wi' his seeventy- 
sax towmonds o' girn-an'-gether-gear life, hadna the daurin* 
impidence to think o' makin' Jeanie Allan his wife ! An' 
mair than that, he ackwally inveetit Jeanie's faither to his 
hoose ae nicht an' socht auld Rab's sanction to woo an' win 
her ! Think ye Rab was flabergastit ? Fegs, na ! Puir 
sowl, his heichest hobby sin' ere Jeanie had come to ocht 
ava was that she'd mairry a "somebody" — (you an' me's 
naebodys, Saunders) — an' here, trintlin' into his very haun's, 
cam' a' he'd wheenged and whined for. *• Laird," quo' he, 
** I'm richt vogie owre- your unco flatt'rin' requeest, an' tho' 
deid sweer to tint my lassock. I sanction your coortship 
withoot the ghaist o' a hanker." Syne efter a footh o' tippliti* 
an' tittle-tattUn', Rab thocht he'd "need to be stappin' yont," 
an' the Laird wi' his "I'se warran', Robin, I'se warran'," 
convoyed him half way to the yett, syne speer't, "When 
micht I hae her na, Robin ? when micht I hae her ? Gin 
she's to be my wifie-wifikie ony affpit and palaverin' wad 
just be waefu' wastrie o' time." " Yese hae her in a gliffin, 
Laird. Stap yont on Tiesday nicht, and I'se hae her ripe 
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and ready to tell ye whilk nearhaun day an' 'oor she's tak* 
ye." 

Jeanie's rael Joe, that's Lowrie Tamson o' Burnieha*, a 
spunky, throuther kin' o' chiel, but as leal-hearted a ane as 
e'er brak th^ warld's breid, happened to be daunnerin' by 
jist as thae words were said, an' jaloosin' 'twas Jeanie wha 
was the subject o' their haveril crack, an' wha was, in this 
illdeedie kin' o' way, to be selt like a coo at a roup, skelpit 
alang in front o' Jeanie's faither, sayin' to himsel' ilka noo 
an' then, " Ay, ay, ye auld snoovin' sleekies, that's hoo ye'd 
wair my winsome lassie — my trystit wife. My certie, gin I 
dinna put sprags i' your wheels I'll eat my bonnet ! " Sae 
sayin' he took to his heels an' gat forenenst Jeanie's winnock 
afore auld Rab could hae man'd to hirple hauf-way. A bit 
tirl on the gless sune brocht Jeanie oot, an' then Lowrie, 
efter hauflins smoorin' her wi' smirrikens, tauld a' he'd heard, 
but requested her to seem to be ilka way agreeable when her 
faither askit her to meet an' mairry the Laird. "Seem 
loupin' daft aboot the business, Jeanie," quo' he, " an' I'll 
plan a way to whammle the tables on them, middlin' smert" 
To this, efter a lot o' coaxin', Jeanie consentit, an' neist day 
when her faither spak to her aboot the Laird comin' to seek 
her haun, she garr'd his auld caul'rife heart loup wi' gledness 
as she simperin' said, " Laird Lairluve ! Eh, the dear auld, 
kind auld crater. Naebody kens what I think o' him." 

When auld Rab took a step owre to the Laird's hoos*j 
that nicht an' tauld him what Jeanie had said, his teethles 
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gabbit nabship was like to loup bauck heigh wi* joy. He 
whisket open a press door, grabbit a muckle greybeard by 
the thrapple, an' yerkin' the bung oot wi' a whung like faur 
awa' thunner, he fiU't up twa muckle goblets that wad baud 
the feck o' hauf-a-mutchkin a-piece, an' haundin' ane to Rab> 
said fu' vauntily, " Let's hansel the bargain, Robin." 

An* hansel't they did, sae very muckle, that neist mornin^ 
Betty Splaefute, the Laird's woman o' a' wark, fan' them 
baith lyin' snorin' Win' fu' on the flair. Meanwhile bauld 
Lowrie wasna lettin' the gerse grow ablow his feet anentin' 
his plans o* whammlin' the tables on them. Sin' the death o' 
his mither, mair than a towmon' sin', Jeanie Allan — an auld- 
maid sister o' Rab Allan's, an' of coorse full auntie to Jeanie, 
his intendit — had keepit hoose for him at Burnieha'. Jeanie, 
puir auld body, had been a sair trauchled crater a' her days. 
Forty years sin', this same Laird Lairluve had woo'd an' won 
her saft simple heart, an' syne cruelly left her, on the plea 
that he dooted her cost o' keep wad owregang the profit, but 
aiblans some ither safter billie michtna think sae, an' at ony 
rate, he couldna be ony langer fashed wi' her. 

She took a scunner at lauds efter that, an' never took up 
wi' anither. Lowrie kent aboot this, and thocht he'd lippen 
auld Jeanie to help him to fooner baith her brither an' the 
Laird. 

Here was his plan, the whilk, when he unfauldit it to her^ 
she gleefully voo'd she'd cairry out. She was, firstly, to fill 
up a bit paperie wi' the foUowin' declairation : — I, Laird 



LAIRD LAIRLUVE 00TIVIT7ED, 195 

Lairluve, this nicht, mak' a solemn voo to mairry Jeanie 
Allan, at faurest this day twa month, or pay her the soora o* 
sax hunner poun' sterlin' gin I dinna. (Signed). ■ 

Secondly, she was to schule herseP frae noo' to Tiesday i* 
the airt o' list'nin' to a proposal o' mairrage ; and, thirdly, 
she was to hand herseP in readiness to sit in her brither's 
parlour on Tiesday nicht, dress't up like Jeanie her niece, 
an' to act the pairt sae weel that she'd man' to get the Laird 
to dae what she liket ; but abune a' things to get him to sign 
the declairation, whilk declairation she was to mak whatever 
use she liket o' efterhin'. 

Tiesday momin' cam' roon. — Jeanie gat her faither hized 
awa' to a fair at a big distance ootowre the kintry, tellin' him 
to bide an' see the fun, an' she'd sen' the orra man wi' the 
mulk pownie an' gig for him at nicht, an' he'd be hame in 
plenty o' time to wush the Laird luck o* his bargain. Gloam* 
in' had fa'n an' a' aroon was quate when auld Jeanie, triggit 
oot in ane o' young Jeanie's goons, got plankit doon in the 
daurkest corner o' her brither's paurlour. 

Clack ! clack ! clack ! cam' frae the knocker on the front 
door. Young Jeanie, dress't up in a coat an' shor'goon, 
answer't it. 'Twas the Laird. Whare's your mistress, 
lassock ? " quo' he. " In the paurlour, sir," quo' Jeanie, 
" but she's fair chokit up wi' the cauld, an' has her head a* 
row'd up wi' whusky cloots, ye'd aiblans no care to see her 
that way, sir." " Care ! ay, the puir lamb, I'se sune cure 
her cauld for her. Stap ben to her door an' I'se fallow ye.** 
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He entered the room, an' there i' the faur corner sat what 
he thocht was young Jeanie. He hirpled farrit saying " £h, 
my hinney ! what ill-deedie fairy could cast sic ill on the 
bonniest kimmer e'er trampit in shoon ?" " Eh, laird," quo 
the auld body, " ye*er kin' to speer, for I'm ill, ill, atwed 
awat I'm ilL" 

" Eh, my bonnie doo," quo the Laird, " I'm dooms-deep 
grieved to see ye sae, roair especially efter gettin' by heart a* 
the sweet couthie things I meant to sough i' your lug. But, 
daurlin', gin ye'U but name the day ye'll mairry me, I winna 
fash ye ony mair the nicht." 

*' Eh, Laird, Laird, you men-folk are sae flirty bodies ! I 
widna trust ye, for ye'd jink me i' the en'. Na, na, I wadna 
trust man's word ava." 

" Then, Jeanie, ye'll shairly trust man's write — my write, 

Jeanie ? Get me a pen, and I'll put it on black and white." 

" Man, Laird, I'm owre sair forjeskit to rise, but gin ye 

look the mantlepiece, there ye'll fin' a bit paperie, whilk, gin 

ye read an' sign, I'll believe ye." 

**Whaur, Jeanie, whaur? Ah, here it is!" Syne efter 
readin't owre, first to himsel', syne oot alood, he lookit to 
the door an', seein' what he thocht the byre-weemin' staunin', 
he said — " Come ben, lassocks, an' witness my signature — 
ye heard me read what's on this paperie ? Weel, there ye've 
seen me sign it. Scart your names ablow mine as witnesses." 
Ane o' the twa witnesses was young Jeanie hersel', wha, 
efter signin', lauched i' the Laird's face, an' said — " Theiak 
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ye, Laird, thenk ye. YeVe at last proved true to your first 
luve — your first Jeanie Allan." 

An' leadin' her auld auntie farrit to the licht, she flafft the 
cloots aff her face, sayin' — ** Hae, Laird, tak' your Jeanie, 
your bonniest kimmer ere trampit in shoon ! Tak' her, or 
— sax hunner poun' gin ye dinna." 

The Laird gaed ae willyart glower aroon, syne hirpled oot 
o' the room an' awa' hame fair speechless. Twa month sin', 
auld Jeanie gat a chaque for sax hunner poun', an' neist 
month young Jeanie '11 get a chack to ony further flirtin*. 
Hech me, I'm kin' o' dowie-ways the nicht, Saunders. The 
blashy weather I think. Ay, ay, neist month bonnie Jeanie 
Allan '11 be Mistress Lowrie TJamson. 

That feenishes me ; guid nicht. Saunders. 
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GENEROSITY; 

(Jenny Rossity) 

Or, The Laird's Courtin'. 

(Scene — A Milk Shop.) 

Characters. — Laird Steekfist^ Rev, Mr, Langwab, Betty Bain, 

fenny fohnson, 

LAIRD. — Daveration, this wark winna dae ava ! Here 
am I, a chiel wi' a sonsy hugger, laird o' my ain 
fairm ; withoot doot come to years o* discreetion ; chancellor 
o* the exchequer for the Rosebank bone fire ; future mem- 
ber for the Houlet Hole Burghs ; everyday observer o' 
hunners o' young lasses, auld lasses, byre lasses, choir lasses, 
shy lasses, an* fly lasses, a' fidgin' fain to hae a man, and 
yet, daveration, I hinna a wife ! Bless me, I'll be saxty-five 
year auld gin a month, an' e'en though I get merrit gin my 
birthday comes roon, I'll be daveration near ninety year auld 
before I see my auldest callan major. Eh ! na, na, this wark 
winna dae ava. A wife I maun hae though it should cost 
me the feck o' hauf a' croon extra in the month to keep her. 
Gin I could lippen thae servan' hizzies it wadna' be sae ill; but, 
daveration ! — I couldna' trust them to watter the mulk an' no 
blab, an' sae I'm forced to staun' here in the mulk shop frae 
mornin' to nicht, measurin' oot bawbees worth o' mulk an' 
cream. Eh ! by the bye, I've negleckit to sort that new 
measure I got yesterday. Aye, when I get a new measure 
I knock up its bottom awee, an' then less fills it. There, 
that's a clear savin' o' hauf-a-croon a week, that wad keep 
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fower wives. Eh ! yonder comes Betty Bain. Betty wad 
mak' a daveration guid wife, I wad think, but then she's a 
tenant o' mine, an' pays her rent, an' gin I merrit Betty I 
wad lose the five pound she pays me ilka year. Daveration ! 
that wad be a serious loss. But, then, hooses are sae scarce 
the noo I could easily let Betty's to anither tenant. Dod 
there was Lucky Swin'ledeath met me yesterday an' speered 
gin I had ony rooms an' kitchens. I wis in a kin o' jokey 
key sae I said to her, " Go, ay, Lucky, I hae plenty o' rooms 
an' kitchens but I hae nane on me." Eh, here she comes. 

Entef Betty, 

Daveration hashy wat wather, Betty. Sair on baith beast 
an' body. 

Betty. — Yer richt. Laird. Gi'e me a penny worth o' 
cream, and for onysake dinna lat the wat wather affect it. 
Losh, Laird, this while yer cream has been thin as watter's 
sel' ! 

Laird — Ay, Betty, I wush the wather wad rack up awee. 
Ye see the kye has to swallow an awfu' amount of watter wi' 
their grass the noo. That's what thins the cream. 

Betty.— Jist that, Laird. A' body says its the watter. 
But, Laird, I'm a wee feart yer coo wi' the airn tail niver rins 
yell. 

Laird (aside), — Betty wadna be lang o' pickin' up the 
watter trick. Daveration ! five poun' loss or no, I'll mairry 
her. Eh, Betty, eh : ye see I'm — that's —losh, boo yer 
houghs a minute ; sit doon, lass, I've something to say to 
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ye. Betty, I kenna hoo to coort, but, oh, Betty, I'm gaun 
to begin, an' Betty, to mak* a stert, I'll — I'll — yes I wuU — 
I'll gi'e ye yer pennyworth o' cream for naething. Oh, 
daveration ! 

Betty. — Bless me, Laird ! Coort — stert — cream for nae- 
thing ! Laird, Laird, ye've tint yer reason ! 

Laird. — Oh, Betty, it's a big sacrifeece — a big sacrifeece; 
but ye winna be lang in makin' it a' up to me by makin' it 
a' doon wi' the watter, efter — efter a month, when I mairry 
ye. 

Betty. — Eh, Laird, Laird, I'm wae for ye. I doot ye've 
ta'cn watter i' the heid. Losh, there's a sklate afF yer ruif. 
Efter ye mairry me ! What dae you mean ? 

Laird. — I jist mean, Betty, what I say. I've made up 
my min' to mairry ye in a month. 

Betty. — Oh, you^ve made up your min', an', Laird, wha 
telt ye I had made up mine. 

Laird. — ^Yours ! Yours ! Oh, Betty, that's a joke. Tuts, 
tuts, we'll say this day fower weeks. 

Betty. — Laird, when I alloo a man to coort me for his 
wife it winna be an auld miser wha'd skin a flee for its tallow. 
Na, na. Laird, afore ye coort me, first coort generosity. 

Laird. — Jenny Rossity ! Wha is she ? Eh, ye're jokin* 
again, Betty. Jenny Rossity ! I'se wad my heid against a 
sybo seed I never kent ane o' that name a' my days. 

Betty. — Ye're richt, Laird, that's what's wrang. Guid 
day. 
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[Exit Betty, "l 

Laird. — She winna hae me. Oh, daveration ! She's 
jealous o^ ane Jenny Rossity. Weel, gin she'll no mairry me 
she'll pay the cream. Hey, Betty, Betty. 

{^Re-enter Betty, 

Betty, I'd maist len' ye a penny to pay yer cream, 
Betty (throwing down penny) — There, ye auld skinflint, 
ye gruppy, greedy, miserable auld watter the mulk apology 
for a man. You^ the intendit member for the Hoolet Hole 
Burghs, man ye're no even worthy to be a Parish Councillor. 
There's yer penny. \Exit. 

Laird. — Daveration ! There's a snapper o' a woman for 
ye, an' a' through jealousy o' ane Jenny Rossity. Jenny 
Rossity ! a total stranger to me 1 Hoots, toots, I could defy 
the hale warl to say I ever seen, coorted, or even kent Jenny 
Rossity. Weel, for Betty's hanged impidence I winna mainy 
her. Na, I'll let her see, I'll — daveration ! Jenny Johnson 
*11 soon be alang for her cream. Let me see, na, let me see 
— Jenny's a tenant o' Tailor Tamson's, pays the tailor some 
seeven poun' ten i' the year for a hoose that if it was mine 
wadna be let under ten poun' onyway. Let me see, na — let 
me see— gin I merrit Jenny, *twad be a loss o' seeven poun* 
ten to the tailor. Gin I merrit Jenny, 'twad chaw Betty 
Bain. Gin I merrit Jenny, I'd hae a wife — an' daveration, 
I'll think na mair aboot it, but jist tell her to get ready to 
buckle too, say — three weeks the day. There, she's dichtin*^ 
her feet on the bass. Sic a rub, rabbin', ye'd think she'd 
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^ome up the "Clatty Braes," she'll scrape holes in the bass. 
" Come ben, Jenny ! Come ben, daveration, woman, dinna 
^taun* on ceremony." 

{Enter /enny,) 

Jenny — Ceremony ! Dear me. Laird, hoo names change. 
First 'twas a bass, next a door-mat, noo it's ca'd a ceremony. 
See a pennyworth o' cream, man, an' I'll pay't the morn. 

Laird. — Saxpence worth gin ye like, Jenny, for gin three 
wrecks' time I mean to gie ye yer cream for naething. 

Jenny {aside). — I wunner if he'll be gaun to pop the ques- 
tion to me ? He disna' ken that Betty Bain let me ken 
gaun bye hoo he had askit her an' hoo she puzzled him wi' 
generosity — For naething ? Eh, Laird, I doot ye're in for 
enlargement o' the heart. 

Laird. — Ay, Jenny, ay, woman ; that's it ! Oh, my hinney, 
it yearns, an' yearns, an' swalls, an' swalls,till noo it feels 
lairge enough to tak' you in holis bolis. 

Jenny (aside). — Ay, gin I was a stranger ye micht tak' me 
in. I'll hae a rise oot o' him. — Laird, if I was you, insteed 
o' puttin' ocht in my heart I'd put something on't to lay the 
swallin'. Man, ye should try a stickin' plaister. 

Laird. — Oh, Jenny, Jenny, ye're makin' fun o' me ; you're 
the only stickin' plaister wad dae me ony guid. Can ye no 
see, woman, that it's love, het, lowin' love that swalls my 
heart sae. Oh, daveration. 

Jenny. — Love ! love ! Ah, Laird, Laird, then yours is a 
hospital case, for I've heard my mither say, often an' often 
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that love was jist the kin' o' dregs o' inflammation. Ye should 
tak' a trip to Greenland, Laird, an' try caller sea bathin*. 

Laird. — Oh, daveration, Jenny, can ye no smell a rat ? 

Jenny. — A rat ! a rat ! Whaiir ? Oh, Laird, let me gang, 
or I'll fent. 

Laird (opening his arms). — Dae sae, Jenny ! Oh, dae 
sae, jist to obleege me. Fent clean awa' an* then, oh my 
jewel, ye'll see hoo tenderly an' safely I'll baud ye on my 
breist. Oh, Jenny, woman, Jenny, I want ye to — 

Jenny. — To fent ? 

Laird. — Na, Jenny, na ; but, oh, Jenny, I want ye to — 
■daveration, Jenny, I want ye to mairry me in three weeks, 
and then, my hinney, a' I hae'll be yours— my rent book, 
my bank book, my — oh, Jenny, my everything. 

Jenny. — Eh, me, what laudable generosity ! 

Laird. — Eh ! what Jenny, what's that ye say ? Me a laud 
to Jenny Rossity ! I want naething to dae wi' Jenny Rossity, 
it's you^ Jenny — Jenny Johnson I want. Oh, daveration, 
dinna taunt me wi' Jenny Rossity. I tell ye I'm a total 
stranger to her — teetotal — never kent her a' my days. Oh, 
Jenny, ye'U jist hae to say ye'll tak' me. 

Jenny. — Na, Laird, it canna be. Gin ye had had 
generosity I micht hae considered your offer but no other- 
wise. 

Laird. — Daveration, Jenny, ye're gyte ! Dae ye mean 
Ine to hae twa wives ? Could ye mairry me d'ye think if I 
had already got Jenny Rossity ? 
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Jenny. — No, unless, I tell you. 

Laird {Sinking into chair bewildered), — Daveration, this 
cowes the cuddy ! Jenny Rossity ! Rossity ! Bless my 
heart — Rossity ! She's no' in the pairish. 

Jenny. — Ay, she's in the pairish, ask the minister aboot 
it — he'll open yer een. 

[Re-inter Betty Bain], 

Eh, Betty, you ken generosity ? 

Betty. — Ay, but the Laird disna. 

Laird. — Eh, ye jauds, ye're trickin' me, ye're trickin' me. 
Oot my hoose this instant or I'll souse ye wi' this jug o 
watter. {Rises and lifts jug). Oot wi' ye this meenute. 

[Women scream and run out door which they close behind 
them.] 

Oh, daveration, I hae a made a fule o' mysel' this day. 

[Women open door a little an' shout — " Min' generosity, 
Laird."] 

Laird. — Ye teegars, that ye are, if ye open that door again^ 
daveration, but I'll cool yer skin for ye. 

[Women shut door and retire. After a minute the laird's 
minister, Mr Langwab arrives, and opening the door is met 
full in the face with a jugful of water.] 

Langwab. — Phew ! Phew ! Lair — Laird — What — what 
on earth do you mean, sir ? 

Laird. — Oh, Maister Langwab, I — I maist humbly beg. 
your paurdon. I — I — ye see — I meant to cool twa jauds o* 
weemen. Eh, I didna mean it for you, sir ; ye're cauld 
enough already — Eh — eh. I don't mean that — but — 
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Langwab. — ^Yes, Laird, I believe you meant what you 
said, though really I came here warm with the desire to have 
you as a subscriber to our foreign mission scheme, but I can 
assure you, you have effectually cooled my enthusiasm. 
Now, I am surprised that you should throw cold water on me, 
because I have heard it said in the village — in fact, every- 
body says that you value the water as much as you do your 
milk. 

Laird (aside). — Daveration, they're jaloosin* me, I doot 
When ane's atween the deep sea an' the mulk inspector, it's 
best to keep in wi' the minister. Weel, weel, Maister Lang- 
wab, dicht yersel' wi* this' doot, an' let byganes be byganes. 

Langwab. — With all my heart, Laird, we must forget and 
forgive, you know. 

Laird.— Thank ye, thank ye — daveration — to sowther a' 
up there's a saxpence for your foreign mischief aflfair. 
(Aside). Sic extravagance ! But, oh, I'lL catch a doug the 
mom an' get hauf-a-croon for't at the polls office. That'll 
mak' up my loss. 

Langwab. — Thank you. Laird. Really, I am surprised at 
the extent of your generosity. 

LAiRD.—Jenny Rossity be hanged ! Ye've a' ta'en that 
jaud on the brain. Whit she is, wha she is, or whaur on a' 
the yirth she bides clean bates me to ken. 

Langwab. — I believe you Laird, I believe you. How- 
ever, I am somewhat pressed for time to-day, and, as I have 
a number of calls to make yet, I will tell you all about it 



206 LARKS, 

some other day. Good day, Laird. I may tell you this, 
though, very few Lairds know anything of generosity. Good 
day. \ExiU 

Laird. — Oh, daveration ! (Mutters) 

The folk's gaun gyte, the folk's gaun gyte, 
Camsteerie, crackit, dyted quite ; 
I kenna whether spleen or spite, 

Or cankered animosity, 

Has dune*t or no, but this I ken, 
IVe socht in mairrage Bet an' Jen, 
An' ilk ane's cackled like a hen, 

Ye're needin' Jenny Rossity. 

Noo, wha she is, or whit she does, 

Clean bates my curiosity ; 

For 'gainst a seed, I'se wad my heid 

Vm/ree o' Jenny Rossity. 
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OOR HONEYMUNE. 

0OR Honeymune ! Govey Dick, it's fifteen 'ear sin' syne, 
an' yet I min' o't as weel as I min' whit I got to my 
denner last Hogmanay, an', in fack, as weel as I recommem- 
ber whit I've got to my mid-day mael every day sin' I got 
merrit 

Ye see, when I get onything that I railish I stick tull't. 
They say chinges are lichtsome ; weel, I'm shair, nocht could 
be mair lichtsome than pease brose. Min', I'm no sayin' 
that that's whit I've got to my denner a* thae fifteen 'ears o' 
merrit life, bit, railly an' truly, I'm awfu' parshall to — I may 
say I ackwally railish the " peasers." When Peggie an' me 
got merrit it didna cost us a broon bawbee for furniture, an' 
yet, for a' that, we had the best furnished room an' kitchen 
in a' Millheugh. The wey o't wis this : Peggie's mither had 
left her her dresser, drawers, eicht-day clock, sax kitchen 
chairs, an easy chair, twa kists, an' a wheen mae things like 
that ; while my mither had left me precisely the same. Weel, 
ye see, that made us, sae to speak, kin' o' dobble furnished. 
We had in oor room twa chests o' drawers, twa eicht-day 
clocks, twa easy chairs, sax ither chairs, an' a wheen mae 
things. Then in the kitchen we had twa dressers, fower 
kists, sax chairs, an' gaid kens hoo mony nick-nacks for- 
bye. Ye may ken who gran* we were when the very minister 
declared that he hadna rooms the least like oors in the hale 
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o* his manse. Then for suller. Weel, we had only twall 
poun' atween us, or, to speak mair correckly, /had twall 
poun' an* Peggie had — no sae ill aether — she had a purse to 
haud it. I micht no hae gi'en her the suller aether, bit, I'm 
whit's ca'd a gey wee man — wee in stature, ye ken — an*, an' 
the rael fack is Peggie wis my better hauf (thae's her ain 
words), an' bein' a fit farer up in the warl' than me, an' a fit 
an' a hauf faurer across't, she wis my bigger hauf tae (thae's 
the neebours' words); an' spaicially wi' her hae'in the purse 
I gaed her the bits o* bawbees to keep, an' ackwally she has 
kept them an' nae mistak'. Weel, better her keepin' them 
than me wastin' them. I wasted ae' poun' gey saftly when I 
wis coortin' Peggie. It wis a' the " go " at that time to gie 
yer intendit an engagement ring, sae I tells Sanny Sauvity, 
the grocer — that's him that's merrit to Mary Maunner, the 
milliner — I tells him whit I intendit daein'. Says he, " I'll 
sell ye the wife's." " Dod," says I, " that micht no dae wi' 
Peggie." ^ Dae ! man, Wull," says he, ** that ring did sax 
different lasses o' mine afore I got Mary. Whit wad hinner 
it to dae Peggie ?" I gaed him a poun' for the ring, an' 
slippin' awa' yont to Peggie's hoose, I put it into her haun 
sayin', " Hae, Peggie, there's an engagement ring for ye." 
** Whit's that for ?" says she. " Oh, jist to keep ye frae for- 
^ettin' that ye're engaged to me," says I. " Forget I" says 
she, /'// no forget, an' I'se warran' you'll no get leave to for- 
get." Sae 'twas jist a poun' flung awa'; bit, Peggie says, if 
ye keep a thing for seeven 'ear, ye'U be shair to get a use 
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for't, an' she tells me there's nocht better than a gold ring 
for rubbin' a bairn's gums when it's gettin' it's teeth. 

Bit, dods on't it wis oor honeymune I was gaun to tell 
ye aboot. 

I min' o' bein' merrit, an' I min' o* sittin' doon efter that 

to a big feed o' champit tatties, mashed turnips, an' chitterin* 

tam, an' then, efterhin', I min' o* gaun' ben the hobse an' 

hae'in' a sook or twa oot o' the best man's bottle — oors wis 

a strick T.T. waddin' — an' the neist thing I min' wis waukefi- 

in' in the mornin' wi' a held like to split, an' a drooth like a 

nicht polisman's when there's a special license in the toon. 

" Watter ! watter !" I wheezelt. (My tongue wis that big an' 

stiff I couldna speak lood.) " Watter ! a' my suller for a 

drink !" (I had nae mind that Peggie had the bawbees.) 

A drink I bid to hae or perish; sae, jumpin' oot o' bed in 

ma serk tail, I wis makin' my way ben the hoose when- 

Gosh, there stude Peggie Little caumly dishin' twa big bowls 

o' parritch ! I wis struck stiff wi' shame — ye see I had nae 

mind at the time ocht aboot bein' merrit to her. " Peggie 1" 

I gaspit, " Peggie Little, you here ! Whit " An' then 

like a -shot, the hale marriage affair flashed through my brain, 

A dizziness cam' owre me, an' I fentit clean awa. Hoo lang 

I wis in that state I dinna ken, bit my first feelin' on kin' o' 

hauf comin' tae, was that my heid was a mill wheel, an' my 

breist a mill-lade. Efter a wee I open't my een, an there 

stude Peggie jawin' cupfu' after cupfu' o' cauld watter aboot 

my briest an' broo. '* Hand, baud," I yelled, " I'm no dry 

P 
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—I mean I'm slockent noo." " Guid gracious, Wull," cried 
Peggie, " whit gaed wrang wi' ye last nicht an' this momin'?** 
I wis kin' o' bumbaized for a meenit, then I said, '' Oh ! I 
dinna ken, Peggie, bit I think it maun hae been the respon- 
sibeelity o' merriage that's been owre muckle for me to beer 
i' at ance." '* Beer !" says she, " ay I that's the cause o't^ 
ye beer't raither much last nicht. Bit, WuU Muckle, listen 
to me, frae this day oot ye'U beer nae mair, ye'U pit in the 
pin an' become worthy o' the wife ye've got. Change yei 
serk an' sup yer parritch, then ye can spree yersel' up a bit 
an' 111 tak' ye a bit jaunt the length o' Glesca to spen' oor 
honeymune." When we got to the ticket box at the station, 
I whuspered to Peggie, " Gae's my purse, dear, tuU I buy 
oor tickets." " Your purse," says she, " baud that basket," 
then addressin' the railway clerk, she said, "A third class re- 
turn an' a hauf for Glesca." " Wha's the hauf for ?" says he, 
then seein' me staunin', he quickly said, '^ Oh ! I beg pardon, 
mistress, I didna notice your laddie." When we cam' to 
Femiegair the guard sprang into the compartment we were 
in, yellin' ** tickets, please." Peggie handed him the ane an' 
a hauf, an' the time he wis nippin' twa wee bits oot o' them 
he lookit at me sittin' in the corner, then he says to Peggie, 
" Gaun for a chinge o' air for yer callan, mistress, he's gey 
peely-wally like, I doot he's bothered wi' worms." A' the 
fire o' manhood loupit into my briest an' I raise to punch 
his heid. Seein' me staunin' in sic a state o' excitement, he 
said, " Ye hae nae time to gang oot, my laddie, the train'fr 
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jist aboot to stert. Ye're mitherll baud ye up an' ye can jist 
spew oot the window." That wis the last strae. I steekit my 
neive an' let him hae a' it's wecht richt on the brig o' the 
nose, he fell backwards oot on to the pletform, an' in a jififey 
twa polismen cam' rushin' in, flang me on my back, ane took 
a saet on my chest, the ither plankit doon on my legs, an^ 
there they sat flourishin' their batons at me till we got to 
Hamilton West Station. Then they trailed me oot an^ 
jostled an' pushed me alang atween them till they got me 
inside the Coonty Buildin's. 

Efter I wis in a cell for a guid while twa polismen cam an^ 
mairched me into a wee room ; we stude there a short time, 
then I heard a voice shoutin', " Bring in William Meikle.'^ 
The polismen each gruppit me by a lug an' drew me into a 
big room fu' o' folk, wha a' lauched when I appeared. 
" Policemen," shouted a wee, awfu' red-nosed man, wha wis 
sittin' at a kin' o' dask business, " What do you mean ? I 
told you to bring in the man Meikle." '* This pe she, your 
worship,"' said ane o' the polis, pintin' to me. " That !" cried 
the wee, carroty nosed chiel. " That ! why, that's a mere 
boy." " Yes," cried Peggie, wha wis sittin' greetin' in the 
Coort, " yes, he's my callan, yer reverence." I canna' tdl 
ye a' whit happen't, back an' forrit, but at the hinneren' I 
wis haunded owre to Peggie, the last words o' the wee red 
nosed man bein', " My good woman, seeing your boy has not 
yet come to years of discretion I will let him off for this 
time if you promise me that you will thoroughly chastise him 
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when you get home. Do you promise this ?*' " Yes, 
yer majesty," sabbit Peggie, " 111 leather him black an' blue." 
Sae endit oor honeymune, or raether I should say began it, 
for often when I've a bit shillin' or twa for overtime she gets 
awfii' prood aboot me and tak's me mony a bit jaunt. I 
stertit aboot twa 'ear sin' to use " whiskerine," an' it has 
raised twa hairs on ilka side o' my face. Peggie wis lookin' 
at them the ither day, an' she says she kens them growin' 
this last sax month, an' that if ither twa should come she'll 
DO can afford to jaunt me sae muckle, as she wad need to 
tak' oot a hale ticket for me. 



LOVE SOFT AND SILENT. 
(a dialogue in abides^ 

Scene — Larkhall, or any Hall. 
Characters — Tam Trimmle and Fanny Flaebite. 

TAM (a' trimmlin') — I houp ye winna be the least flaber- 
gastit, or in ony way putten aboot, because I'm gaun 
to speak to ye ? Believe me, I'm mair frichtit f6r. you than 
you'll be for me ! Hech, me ! I'm no weel ava — ye\e lauchin* 
an' thinkin' it's " Effie Lindsay !" Yer wrang I I never was 
4oon wi' " Effie " in a' my days ! Na, faith, na ! But listen, 
I'll blab the hale sacret ! Sin' ever that great destroyer o' 
man's peace — that sly, sleekit chiel ca'd Love — has burned 
his way into my noble bosom, my brain has dizzed, my heart 
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has bizzed, an' my stamack has fizzed like — like — ach, yell 
ken hoo feckless I am when, gin I tak' my aesual bicker o' 
kailj I canna manage muckle mair than a quarter a stane o* 
tatties ahint them. What's that to keep up a man on the 
heid o' askin' a woman to be his wife ! 

What's that to mak' me frichtsome to women an' men wha 
defyin' the want o' koose accommodation, hae bauldly 
entered into matirimony ; fearlessly leeved afF their auld folks, 
an' nobly an* unselfishly alloo'd the auld bodies a' the honour 
o' settlin' wi' the landlord? 

What's that to mak' lads an' lasses abashed in my presence 
— lads and lasses wha wad glegly get merrit the mom, but 
hae magnanimously made up their minds to wait and see gin 
the present Parliament winna pass an act compellin' the 
registrar, landlord, tailor, dressmaker, and furnituremaker to 
pay a' expenses. What's that? (Enter Fanny). That's 
Fanny ! Govey Dick, that's the cause o' my dizzin' heid, 
my bizzin' heart, an' my fizzin' stamack, that canna dae wi' 
a tattie mair than the quarter-stane 1 I wrote her this morn- 
ing askin' her to meet me here, an' noo I canna speak a word 
to her. See what it is to hae a dehcate stamack. That last 
tattie is stickin' in my thrapple. 

Fanny — (aside)--What gars the gowk gape an' glower 
that way ? He looks like a body wha has bolted his break- 
fast,*^ denner, an' tea a' at ae time, an' is noo trying a' his pith 
to get them doon a bit to mak' room for his supper. 
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Tam — (aside) — £h, but she's bonnie. I could maist eat 
her. Oh ! (choking) that last tattle 1 

Fanny — (aside) — What's wrang wi' the muckle saft tattle ? 
He wrote askin' me to meet him here, an' I canna be fashed 
wl' the gauky gomeral ava, I cam' ettlln' to hae some fun oot 
o' him. I ken the saftie means to mak' love to me, but 
dodsake, he canna speak a word ava ! Look at him ! He's 
tryin' to swallow his muckle saft heart, which seems to hae 
got into his mooth, an' looks like bidein' there ! I wunner 
hoo he'll start the crack. 

Tam (aside) — What in a' the yearth will I say first ? 

Fanny (aside)— I winna' say eechy or ochy till he speaks. 

Tam (aside) — Eh, Govey Dick ! What will I say ? 

Fanny (aside) — This is a mutely melancholy conversation ! 

Tam (aside) — Fack, this love-makin's hard wark I I'm 
sweetin' like a pownie ! 

Fanny (aside) — Faith, Tam's a " warmer." 

Tam (aside) — Oh, gin I could jist be as cool as Fanny I 

Fanny (aside) — Puir cauldrife crater ! He chitters in his 
shoon. 

Tam (aside) — That tattie in my thrapple's gone doon 
awee, though. 

Fanny (aside) — I hear the teeth in his heid rattlin' like 
frozen tatties bein' coupit into a toom bunker. I doobt I'm 
no gaun to get ony fun oot o' him ava. 

Tam (aside) — Gin I was sure she wadna* mak' fun o' me, 
I could maist speak noo. 
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Fanny (aside) — The gowk micht aye say " It's a fine 
oicht." 

Tarn (aside) — I think I'll begin by speakin' aboot the 
weather. 

Fanny (aside) — He maybe thinks he spak about the nicht 
already. 

Tam (aside) — I surely said it had been a *' fine day " at 
the stait o' the crack. 

Fanny (aside) — He has stude there for ten meenutes, 
an' never spak a word ! Talk o' the deid languages ! Tarn's 
language is mair deid than them a' put thegither. 

Tam (aside) — Michty me ! The language o' love is ill to 
speak ! Oh, for a poochfu' o' readin' sweeties ! 

Fanny (aside) — I'd get mair crack oot o' a bawbee's worth 
•o' conversation lozenges ! Gin he disna speak sune, I'll awa 
hame. I'm gettin' cauld staunin' here. 

Tam (aside) — I'm in a perfeck fever o' heat an' excite- 
ment ! I winna be able to speak to her ! Oh, what a 
cuddy I'm makin' o' masel' ! I wish the grun wad open an' 
swallow me up. 

Fanny (aside) — I'll jist watch for a chance when he's no 
lookin' my airt, then I'll slip canny awa. 

Tam (aside) — Gin she'd look the ither airt I'd mak' a 
bolt. 

Fanny (aside) — He's turned his back ! 

Tam (aside) — She's turned her back I 

Both— I'm oflf ! 

(Exit different sides.) 
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JOCK HARDY, THE SOORDOOK MAN. 

lUf Y FRIENS',-— Whoa back, Maggie ; staun' woman. 
l®\ This is no a public hoose — Whoa 1 

That's the queerist kin' o' auld farrant pony o* mine ever 
ye clap't an ee on. The last chap that drave her used to 
staun' at a' the public hooses atween Glasgow an' here. He 
didna drink, min' ye. Ah ! na ! jist a bottle o' sody, — 
Wunnerfu' entisin' thing that soda. Weel, he sody*d awa» 
tn' so did she, for aye as he ^-journed into ae public hoose 
she j^journed on to the next. 

Whoa back, woman ! Can ye no staun' ! Gin ye wis a 
pit pony, I'm thinkin' ye wad be gey keen o' a staun'. Hey, 
my callan' ! staun' aside that beast o' mine, man, an' I'll 
gie ye a penny when I come oot. 

Staun' ahint the barrels, an keep sayin' " Mistress, the 
butter's up a penny, the day "; that'll mak' her staun', for 
she kens that that aye provokes an argument, an' she'll wait 
on to hear the woomen roon' the cairt a' declaimin' whit a' 
shame an' disgrace it is that a wheen greedy fermers should 
aye be clappin' anither penny on the butter, an* wages 
sae wee an' aff-taxes sae big. 

My Friens' — In lookin' at my smairt, jicky, toon-tofF kia 
o' style, an' my bien an' braw Sawbbath-day claes, 
ye'd aiblins niver hae the least inklin' for jaloosin' that 
I wis jist a plain, douce, kintry chappie. Weel, tho' ye 
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micht think to look at me that I wis a member o' Parliament^ 
a Coounty Cooncillor, a skule board officer, a coonter- 
louper o' a grocer, or some sic body in a heech poseetion 
o' life, I'm jist Jock Hardy, a plain kintry servan* man, 
my wark bein' to drive a soor-dook cairt into Glesca, ilka 
momin'. 

Mistress Greedygear, my " gaffer," aften tells me that a 
mulkman's job's a gran' ane, an' throws oot hints aboot me 
bankin' suUer. It's my opeenion she's no the clean tautie 
hersel', or she'd hae mair faith in my honesty. She's raither 
" dune " hersel' this last sax month though. This wis the 
wey o't, Understaun' I'm a bye-ordner douce chiel; I 
naether smoke nor drink — weel, I'll confess I ance had ae 
wee bit faut, bit I've gien't owre noo; I ance gaed wi' a lass; 
bit I'll tell ye aboot that efter I let ye ken hoo the mistress 
" did " hersel'. Ae nicht, sax month sin', when I wis coontin' 
oot my bag o' drawin's, she said in her usual snaky, snirlin' 
wey — " Noo, Jock, I houp ye've mindit to keep the mulk- 
man's saxpence." Losh, I saw her meanin' at ance. She 
imagined I'd been spoolyin' a bit. 1 never let dab though, 
bit jist said in a simple lauchin' style — " Dod, I didna' ken 
mulkmen were alloo'd a saxpence." " Oh, ye ken," says she, 
sneerin'ly, " they get a saxpence afF every rake." My blid 
biled ; but thmks I, my leddy, I'll jist tak' ye at yer word. 
Sae, awfu' innocent-like, I lauchin' said — "Weel, weel, 
mistress, gin I've been in a faut, I canna men't owre sune ^ 
I'll stert the mom." Her face bleezed upas she nickerin' said 
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— " Dae, sae, Jock ; dinna let a guid auld fiashion dee oot" 

An' friens' Vvejist " dune sae " ever since. Bit min' ye, 
I wadna' spen' ae penny o' her suUer on mysel'. Na ; she 
has a stap-dauchter in the hoose — a sweety bonnie lassie 6* 
saxteen or sae, wha she slaves and sterves baith Sunday and 
Saturday — gin she's spared to get merrit I'll gie't to her as 
her merriage doory ; it's a' she'll get for her wark onywey, 
sae I'm jist, in a mainner, robbin' Peter to pay Paul. 

Noo, I'll tell you aboot Mary Murdoch, my first and only 
lass. 

Happenin' ae day to hae slack sale for my butter, I thocht 
I'd tak' a turn through the dairy shops an' see gin I couldna 
get a new customer or twa. First I gaed into a baker's shop 
though an' bocht my denner — a penny scone, whilk I put 
in the egg box o' my cairt. 

In the first dairy I tried stude Mary — a braw, rosy-cheekit 
queen. Her loveliness fairly took awa' my wun', an' I 
peched like's I've seen a tramp dae, efter drinkin' a pint o* 
ik)or dook, without takin' a braeth. Then my face turned 
as het as though I'd had a mustard poultice on't for the 
toothache. The silence was sae great ye coiild hae heard a 
cough drop, syne she lauched, the sorra, an' said — " Weel, 
Jock, wha stole yer scone ?" 

An awfu' fear took possession o' me, an' whuskin' oot to 
my cairt, I whuppit up the egg box lid, an' there — there, lay 
-my scone. Hurryin' into the shop again I said — " Eh, ye 
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<:utty, ye're richt that my name's Jock, bit ye're wrang that 
onybody's stolen my scone." 

At that she lauched an' lauched till I ackwally thocht she'd 
twist her face oot o' joint. " Ye needna skirl sae," quo' I, 
** for it's a' serene in the egg-box." That sent her gyte a'the- 
^ther^ an' fairly bambaized, an' thinkin' she didna believe me 
I brocht it in, an' haudin't close to her nose, I said — " Gin 
ye dinna believe my scone's no stolen, there it's, look for 
yersel' ! " That feenished her completely, an' wi' a gurglin* 
giggle, that seemed to choke her, she went souse on to the 
flair an' lay crawin' like a bairn in a keenk o' the whoopin' 
cough. Here wis a mess. I lifted her on to a chair an' wis 
chap chappin' awa' at her back, when she cam' tae, an' lookin* 
up, said — " Whit dae ye want ? " Dae ye need ony fresh 
butter," says I. " Badly," says she, an' then she fell to the 
lauchin' again. " Ye're badly, are ye," says I ; *' I'll rin oot 
an' fetch a doctor." Gosh, I kent that if the lassie was to 
dee an' hadna consulted a doctor first they'd likely pu' her 
up for't, so I says again, " 111 rin oot for a doctor." " Toots, 
dinna fash," says she, ** I'm better noo." " Whit made ye 
lauch sae ? " I askit. " Oh," says she, " I wis tickled awee 
iiri' a joke. Bring in yer butter, John." 

Weel, she took saxteen pun', an' promised to tak' the same 

three times a week. Dod, we got as thick's dougs lugs owre 

the bargain, an' she inveeted me to my tea wi' her in the 

back-shop. Weel, she lookit at me so lovinly, an' said aye 

:sae kindly, "Tak'anither cup, John," that when I had gotten 
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the length o' my seeventh cup — whether 'twas the tea had 
ta'en my held (seeven cups meant as muckle's I'd ta'en for 
seeven years — a cupfu' ilka Nearday momin'), or whether 
'twas the couthie wey she strokit my mustache, I dinna kctt 
— but freens, I tint my heid an' said — " Mary (I kent her 
name by this time) Mary," says I, " hae ye ony notion to 
mairry ? " ** Jock," says she, ** when I dae, 'twill be a joke." 
" An' that Jock'U be me," says I. An', wad ye believe it, I 
ackwally lost a' modesty, an' kissed her the feck o' a dizen 
an' a hauf times, nine times oot o' the eichteen, I believe wis^ 
on the nose. Bit, min' ye, though I got gey loony aboot her, 
I didna lose a' my gumption, an' forget that gin I took a wife 
she'd thole to ken aboot fairm work, for, among the thrang 
o* slaverin' an' kissin*, I said to her — " Mary, my hinney, kea 
ye ocht aboot cattle ava ? " She dichted her moo awee wi* 
her apron, syne lookin at me wi' a sly expression, she said — 
*^ I've jist newly had some little experience wi' a cauf ony- 
wey." I thocht she wes hintin' at my clumsy wey o' kissin' 
her on the nose, sae I jist said — " Eh, you rogue, 'twas kye 
cattle I meant." *• Kye," says she, " tak' me oot frae a dairy,, 
or awa' frae a coo's tail, an' I*d be lost." *' That settles the 
maitter, then," quo' I. " We'll tak' a bit fairm, an' buckle, 
tae gin the term." 

Weel, I ca'd aye wi' my butter, an' d'ye ken, ilka time I 
saw Mary I liket her the better. She was aye that ready wi* 
the bawbees tae — siller doon ilka time — till ae day she said, 
" John, dear, 'twad be handier for me jist to pey ye every> 
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week, gin that wad fit ye as weel." " Ob, weel, my dawtie," 
says I, "the mistress disna aloo me to tick, but, gin it'll 
obleege ye, I'll pe3^t oot my ain pouch for ye, an' ye can 
square wi' me at the week's en'." " Eb, John," says she, 
" come ben till I kiss ye, for ye're a jewal o' a man." The 
first week endit, she shoved me afT wi' a kiss, an' telt me 
she'd pey the butter the next week. Never jaloosin' ocht 
wrang I said, " A' richt, Mary, dear ; the thing's moleskin." 

Weel^ gaun hame that nicht, wha dis I meet bit Tarn 
Tamson, the chiel wha drave the mulk-cairt afore I got it. 
" Hullo, Jock," says he, " hoo's the butter trade ? " " Fine, 
Tam," says I ; " fifteenpence the pun' an' nae fash gettint 
awa." " That's gran'," says he. " Dae ye tick ony ?" " Next 
to nane," says I ; " an' whit I dae hing is as safe's the bank." 
** Man," says he, " there's ane Mary Murdoch keeps a dairy 
in the toon, did me oot o' seeven poun' when I wis on the 
cairt. Man, she toyed me on beautifu' : gaed me tea in the 
back-shop, promised to mairry me, an' when I askit my cash, 
she telt me I could whustle owre my thoomb for't, for she 
wanted nae mair adae wi' me. Dinna tick het, Jock." 

Friends, Tam's story fairly dumfoonert me, and I gaed 
hame the same's I'd got a bluidit nose. Dod, I wis as 
thowless as a knotless thread, an' kent nocht till I got hame 
an' heard the mistress sayin' to her stap-dochter — *' I telt ye 
he wis a sly drinker ; there he's hame fair daized an' donnert." 
£h, Men's, in my shoon ye'd been daized tae. Imagine me, 
a fresh young soordook man, wi' a heart as big an' Baft's a 
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new-made, fuU-cream cheese : imagine, I say, gettin' my big 
sappy heart wrung by a jaud like that. An' though my 
heart micht heal, imagine the loss o' five poun's worth o' 
butter ! £h, conscience, that's whit wrung my feelin's a' ta 
jaup. 

Next day I made up my min* to ca' on Mary^ an*, never 
lettin* on I'd heard ocht, try to get her to pay up. Weel, I 
got to the door, went in, an' said — " Well, Mary, my hinney, 
hoo's a' wi' ye, the day ?" She gaed me an awfu' sweet smile 
an' said — •* Oh, John, dear, I'm geyless, brawless, thenk ye for 
speerin', hoo are ye yersel' ? My, I wis wearpn' to see you.** 
Ay, thinks I, ye wis wearyin' to see my butter. But gaein* 
her a smacker, I said — " I'm awfu' sorry I winna hae time ta 
stay wi' ye the day, Mary, darlin'. I've gotten the chance o* 
buyin' a twa-year-aul' quey, an' I maun hasten back to the 
auctioneer before onybody else picks it up. I'm vexed to 
bother ye, Mary, bit gin ye could gie me five poun's, that, 
wi' what I hae, wad pay for the beastie." That, to be a lee, 
was a gey true like story. Bit think ye it drew the blinders 
owre Mary? Aha, no. She thocht "there wis plenty o* 
time to buy beasts yet, for the cost o' keep frae this to the 
term wad owre-gang the profit." An' a lot o' things like 
that, till in sheer desperation I snappit oot — "I dinna 
believe ye hae five poun' in the warl'." T-hat nettled her, 
an' whuskin' open a drawer she drew oot a five poun' note, 
an' haudin't up she said — " There, ye gomeral, whit's that ?"* 
Anither plan cam' into my heid — " Eh, Mary," says I, "whit 
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a braw ten poun' note ! Isn't that a ten ?" I speered, awfu*^ 
innocent like. " Ay," says she. " Eh," says I, " I never 
saw ane o' thae afore 1 My, I'd like to hae't." " 1*11 sell 
ye't," says she. " Hoo muckle wad ye seek for't ?" says I. 
" Ten poun', of coorse, ye gowk," says she. Noo think o' 
the dupleecity o' the jaud. No content wi' cheatin' me oot 
o' five poun's worth o' butter here she wanted to gie me a 
fiver for ten singles, an' sae swindle me oot o' ither five. 
Hooever, I put on my simplest look, an' openin' my purse 
I said — " I've ten single notes here, Mary ; I'll gie ye them 
for yer tenner." Doon she flapped the note on the coonter 
an' held oot her haun for my sma' anes. I grabbit the fiver, 
shoved it in my pooch, an' lookin* her square in the face (a' 
my simpleecity o' expression wis awa' noo) I said — "Ye nasty 
thievin' randy that ye are, that squares yer butter accoont, 
houpin' Tam Tamson'U manage ye the same wey sune." 

She screeched an' play'd thump on the flair, bit I'se wad 
a groat I didna lift her that time. Na, I went through the 
toon, selt my butter, an' got hame, no^as the mistress said 
the nicht afore — ^no daized wi' drink, but " elevated " wi' joy. 

Whoa, Maggie ; I'm jist comin'. Guid nicht, frien's. 
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"TASTY W U L L," 

OR, THE SKELETON HORSES. 

LANGSYNE, in the bonnie auld Burgh toon o* Hamil- 
ton, there used to leeve a herrum skerrum worthy o' 

the name o' weel, I winna tell ye his name, but I hae 

nae doobt there will be plenty o' Hamilton folk, an* ithers, 
wha'll ken brawly wha I mean, when I tell them his nick- 
name wis Tasty Wall, an' that he leeved at ** The Back o' 
the Dykes," on, or at least near, the spot that I heard was 
selt a year or twa sin' for, I think, a poun' the square yaird 
Save us a', whit a price for grun' ! Noo, I hae aye held that 
Hamilton is as dear an' sweet a spot as ane could wash to 
bide in, an' my opeenion o't is still muckle aboot the same, 
wi' this difiference noo, though, I noo think it as dear an' S9ut 
a spot as ane could wush to build a hoose on. Hooever, to 
my story. Tasty wis a cairter — a maister caiter in fack, for 
he keepit aye twa horses o' his ain. Puir bruits 1 they hardly 
deserved the name o' horses, bein' jist rickles o' skin an' 
bane mounted on pins — pins some o' them too straucht, an' 
ithers bent the wrang wey. Their heids an' tails, in fack, 
were nearly the only bits aboot them the least horsey like. 
Speakin' o' that, min's me that it wis '* heids an' tails " that 
brocht them to their skinny condition. They wey o't wis 
this. Tasty's stables were fair hotchin' wi' rats, an' as rats 
need meat, they made it a bargain to feed on Tasty, or, as I 
should raither say, on his horse-meat. This bargain o' the 
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rats Tasty couldna see his way to ratify, sae he adopted the 
plan o' leevin* by the wey — buyin' his horse-feedin' in feeds 
at the public hooses — they eatin' the morsel frae a nose-bag 
while he drank his dram. This plan micht hae dune weel 
eneuch, bit eh, me ! The time cam' when Tasty 's drooth 
got sae ill to slocken that ae dram, or twa aither, was o' nae 
use tilt. In fack the mair he took the dryer he got, an' as 
his siller wis noo sae scarce that he couldna buy baith feeds 
an'^ drams, the upshot wis that the puir bruits often didna 
get their denner till breakfast time. Gey cruel that, ye wad 
think, an' Tasty seemed to hae a glimmerin' o' the same 
thocht, an' that's hoo the " heids an' tails " bit comes in. 
He used to play his horses " heids or tails " whither they wad 
get feeds, or whither he wad melt them, an' as it wis a case o* 
" heids I won, tails you loss, horses," they were melted, an' 
sae, as he used to say, the wear an' tear o' his beasts teeth 
wis saved. As time gaed on Tasty didna jist stick by 111 el tin' 
the feeds, for latterly he melted the very horse tae. Ay ! 
horse, harness, cairts, an* in feck, the very stable built o' 
thick railway sleepers, firmly put thegither wi' iron bolts were 
(it melts ma heart to tell it) a' melted an' bolted. Afore 
this sad business cam' to sic a pass, though. Tasty wis ae 
nicht sittin' in Lucky Sooryills, thrang at the meltin' process, 
when in cam' lang Tam Cuddlethepump, the tailor. Tam 
wis a great wit an' practical joker. That wis the ae opeenion 
o' him an' that ae opeenion wis — ^his ain. Naebody else 
ever said it, or even thocht it. Like a guid wheen mae o' 

Q 
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Ihe needle an' threed gentry, Tam had a gey lump o' the 
goose in him, an' though it wasna Christmas time, folk were 
a' o' the opeenion that it wis time he wis gettin' a bit pookin*. 
Puir fallow, he thocht the chiel wha put a pinch o* saut on 
his tail wad hae to be up afore the man in the mune put on 
his nicht-cool. Na, he hadna read a' the humorous writers, 
hadna studied extracts frae A. S. Loudon (S)tame Shot(t)s 
for naething. Na, he wis a joker o' the first *' Rarity.'* 
Weel, as I said afore, in he cam', an' seein* Pussy Young, 
Kittelty, an' a guid wheen ither worthies, sittin' in the room 
he thocht it a gran' opportunity to show aff his abeehtys by 
haein' a joke oot o' oor frien' Tasty aboot his skinny horses, 
though if he had but thocht it, he should hae been the last 
to broach that subject, seein' he wis kent to be the langest, 
sma'est drink o' cauld gruel in Stra'ven, Stonehouse, Larkie, 
an' Muckle-Yeamock, an' as thae lairge toons are famed for 
weavers, ye may guess gruels winna be scant. Hooever, he 
thocht he wis nae sma' drink, an' rinnin' up to Tasty in a 
great hurry he clapt him on the back, cryin' oot at the same 
time, " Rin, man, rin ! Yer horses are comin' through the 
seams o' the doors, they're a' through bit the tails ! " " Eh, 
man, man, is that a fack ?" cried Tasty, jumpin' frae his seat 
wi' weel-feigned excitement. " Man, I'm faur owre fou to 
rin fast eneuch to the bruits, bit oh, Tam, man, ** I'll staun' 
ye a gill o' the " rael unchristened " if ye hurry owre quick 
an' tie knots on the deevils' tails, jist ae single tailor's knot 
on each to haud them in till I manage hame to them." This 
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set the hale company a lauchin' at Tam, an* sae completely 
turned the tables on him, that he turned an* wis hurriedly 
makin' his wey oot, when Pussy Young cried him back wi' 
" Ye'U no' get in, man, the stable door's lockit. Tuts, man, 
Tasty, gie him the key to open the door wi*.*' " The key to 
open the door wi' ! '* echoed Tasty, ** whit will he need the 
door opened for ? Rin Tam an* never heed him, there's a 
cat hole at the bottom o*t." A gey wee hole wad hae held 
Tam at that moment. Tasty had completely ta'en the sterch 
oot 0* him. Ay, ay, bit Tasty's gane noo, poor fallow. As 
the Rev. Maister Gabby put it at his funeral — He dee'd for 
the want o' wun', a sentence whilk wis never thoroughly 
understood, some declarin' that the wun' meant was braeth, 
ithers as strongly maintainin' that the wun' meant wis *' one '* 
o' Lucky Sooryill's best "At onyrate," as Pussy Youug 
used to say when Kittelty an' some ma'e o' them wad be 
argie-bargyin' aboot it, "At onyrate, wun' here, or wun there, 
puir Tasty has wun awa' ; here's his very guid health." 
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, guid gracious, Dauvit, is that yersel? Whit a 
stranger ye are ! An' hoo's a' wi' ye, man ? It's a 
lang while sin' I had the pleesure o' meetin' ye afore.*' 

"Ay, man, Jamie, ay, man, that's true ; 'twill be aye ae 
twenty year onywey. Whaur hae ye been a' thae years, eh ?' 

'* No sae very far awa aether, man ; jist at Glesca. Bit 
it's sae hangt ill gettin' at that bit clachan o' yours that I 
ne'er could think o' comin' tult. Ye'il be aye in Laverockha' 
yet, I suppose?*' 

" Ay, imph-m, aye in Laverockha', but no the clachan of 
Laverockha'. Michty me, Jamie, gin it wisna ye were an 
auld frien* o' mine, I'd be apt for takin' my stick owre yer 
back. Larkie a clachan ! Man alive, I'm no' share but it's 
as big as this Hamilton toon we're in the noo. Imph-m, 
imph-m, that'll flair ye, na !" 

" Toots, gae wa', Dauvit, ye'll hae to sclimb doon a bit. 
Man, sic conceit jist min's me o' the story I've heard aboot 
the bug when it wis takin' guid day wi' Noah afore it left the 
ark. It seems there had been a pair o' big elephants richt 
in front o't. The first ane got oot easy eneuch, bit when it 
cam' to the second ane's turn, it seems the bole door had 
been jist wee eneuch for't, sae it stack. Mr. Bug wis richt 
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ahin', an' maist awfu' ill pleased that he couldna get bye, sae 
he gaed the elephant a shove, an' said, " Ye muckle lump, 
get oot o' the gate and let things o* mair importance wia 
bye." Jist the same wi' Larkie, Dauvit, yer bigness a' lies 
in yer ain conceit." 

" Fine man, Jamie, fine man. Man I never min* o' ye 
sayin* ocht hauf sae pithy afore. Dod, I maun staun ye 
" ane " for that. Waiter, hae man ! Ay stickin' by *' hard" 
yet, Jamie ? Aye the same as when we used to get it frae 
Sanny Trotter in Raploch Street twenty year sin' ?" 

"Ay, Dauvit, bit I doot we winna get it as guid here as we 
used to get it frae Sanny." 

" Maybe no, maybe no ; but we hae a chance to get it 
braw strong onywey, for man — here's a wrinkle — the watter's 
that scant 'enoo aboot Hamilton that they're only alloo'd a 
leemited supply. They tell me that they're whiles that hard 
up for't that they hae to bile their tatties wi' yull. Think 
ye ye'U risk the " hard," Jamie ?" 

" Risk the " hard 1 " I'd risk it as hard as hards sel', an' 
comin' twice as hard, as the Glengowan spoot." 

" Ha, ha, ha ! If Glengowan spoot ran whusky yoiid be 
mair " hard " tell o' in Larkie, Jamie. Oh, ye're there, 
waiter, a jull o' full birr, man." 

Such was the opening conversation between two old men 
whom I chanced to meet in a licensed restaurant in Hamil- 
ton one day short since, and as I was pretty well acquainted 
about Larkhall, having resided there for a number of years 
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I felt a more than ordinary interest in their chat, and as I 
had yet a considerable time at my disposal, I thought I 
would prolong my lunch and hear how the matter ended. 

The man alluded to as " Dauvit " was an old man of 
seventy or there about. Tall, with a slight stoop and a 
deeply wrinkled face, he looked at first glance to be a veri- 
table "old crab stick," but any one taking the trouble to 
watch the merry twinkle of his light blue eyes, and the oc- 
casional twitching of the skin on each side of his mouth, 
would instantly have concluded that he was a man " mair 
gi'en to funnin* than flytin.'* Jamie on the other hand — a 
short, thick, gutty individual — was of a simpler cast, and it 
needed no great knowledge of phrenology to read that, in 
point of character and intelligence, he would have to play 
second fiddle to Dauvit. 

The two broucht over their " juU " to the same table I 
was sitting at, and with a friendly "Tak* yer bite, sir, an' 
never heed oor auld-farrant blethers," they commenced to 
discuss their dram, and the other matters which I will en- 
deavour to put before my readers in a manner, as near as 
possible to the exact style in which I heard. 

Lifting his glass, Dauvit clinked it against Jamie^s, and with 
a great many " imphm's," an' " ay man's," he said, " Weel, 
Jamie, here's tae ye, no forgettin' Glesca', the toon o' yer 
adoption, bit, last an' best, no' forgettin' canty auld Larkie, 
the bonnie auld red heidit Radical " toon o' Lairds," wha's 
grand auld motto in a' deefeeculty is, ** Gey kin o' thrawn.'* 
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And, carried away with enthusiasm, he drained his glass, and 
slapping Jamie on the shoulder, he added, " There na, there 
ha, that's a foonerer for ye." " Na, na," quickly replied 
Jamie, ** it's no' a foonerer ava. I like Auld Larkie, here's 
tae't, no forgettin' to tell ye that it's its thrawnness I don^t like, 
Man, Dauvit', whit's the guid o' bein' that michty thrawn that 
ye'U slitter ankle deep in glaur, a' for the sake o' no bein* a 
bit shullin' or twa to put pavement foment your door ? Man, 
I wunner to hear ye braggin' an' blawin' aboot a place like 
Larkie, when ye ken brawly that on a daurk nicht a stranger 
never manages to get cot o't withoot bein' aither slairt to the 
knees wi' glaur or slittered to the briest wi' bluid wi' duntin' 
his nose against yer confoonded pump wells that staun' richt 
in the middle o' the footpaths." 

Digging me in the ribs with his elbow, Dauvit whispered : — 
" Wait till ye hear the rise I tak' oot o' Jamie," and turning 
full on that individual, with a look of blank astonishment on 
his face, he spluttered -out : — " Michty me, sic ignorance ! 
Glaur an' pumps in Larkie ! When there hasna been a pump 
there for mony a day ! When ilka street fair vies wi' its 
neebour in haein' pavement o' the very finest quality, 
glitterin' an' shinin' in the simmer sun like a gleg sheet o' ice 
on a clear snell winter's mornin', where ilka young masher 
slips alang in thin patent slippers, glidin' an' skimmin' owre 
the bonnie pavement like a sweet, soople, young lassie 
waltzin' alang a waxed ball-room flair. Glaur an' pumps ! 
gae wa* Jamie. Ken ye no that Larkie's a burgh noo ?" 
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Jamie was in the act of filling his empty glass from the stoup 
when Dauvit made this extraordinary statement, but so com- 
pletely astonished was he that he filled Dauvit's instead, an 
action so very foreign to his nature that Dauvit was fairly 
captivated with his success in playing on the credulity of his- 
friend, and as success incites to further success he proceeded 
to " pile it on." Drinking off the glass Jamie had filled up> 
which had the effect of still further astonishing that worthy — 
the gill stoup being now quite empty — he continued : — 
" Ay, man, a burgh, a snug, self-contained burgh, wi' a' the 
necessary things a burgh should hae. A public park o* its 

ain ! A museum o' its ain ! A oh, in fac', as I said 

afore, it has everything a burgh should hae." 

Jamie, eyeing the empty stoup, asked, " has it a jile ? " 

" Na, man, na," quickly replied Dauvit. " Ye'U min' we 
liad ane when you wis bidin' wi' us; but, man, wid ye believe 
It, weVe ne'er had ony use for ane since ye began to stey in 
Glesca*. Fill up, man, Jamie, fill up ; jist help yersel'; dinna 
let the thocht o' Larkie's greatness interfere wi' yer drinkin'." 

Jamie eyed Dauvit and the empty stoup in mute amaze- 
ment for a moment, then he managed to slowly articulate — 
•«Weel— -I'll— be— hanged— if— that— disna " 

When Dauvit quickly interposed with — " Not at a', man, 
ye'U never be hanged for drinkin*, else ye wad hae been 
elevated lang syne." 

Jamie's temper at this seemed to get the better of him, for, 
tpringin' to his feet, he shouted out — " Div ye think I'll 
itaun here to be made a fule o* ? " 
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" Not at a', not at a'," answered Dauvit ; " sit doon, Jamie, 
It's a' the same what poseetion yer in — ^'twuU mak' nae dif- 
ference." Then pretending to notice for the first time that 
the stoup was empty, he said — " Hoots, Jamie, I beg yer 
paurdon ; nae wunner ye got angry, me tellin' ye to help 
yersel' when ye hae been daein* that already. Hoots, sit 
doon an' 111 staun anither juU." And going forward to the 
bar he soon returned with the measure replenished. This 
seemed to pacify Jamie greatly, and after pledging each oth^r 
in. a brimming glass, Jamie reopened the conversation about 
Larkhall by sapng a little jeeringly — " Yon's a gran' railway 
station ye hae at Larkie, Dauvit ; awfu* convenient." 

" Ay," said Dauvit, " especially on a wat mornin*. Man, 
Jamie, that's jist anither pruif to ye that Larkie's weel likit " 

" Ay," sneered Jamie, gin it wasna sae, the railway folk 
wad hae had it awa' maybe three-quarters o' a mile frae the 
toon, maybe, for instance, awa' doon ahint the graveyaird 
yonder, jist as faur oot o' the wey as it could possibly be." 

" True, Jamie, true," said Dauvit, " insteed o' bein' at the 
Cross, as it is." 

" Ay," laughed Jamie, " an' insteed o' gaein' ye a braw 
gaucy gless ruif aboon't, they micht hae had naething bit a 
dirty wudden box or twa for passengers wadin' into oot o' 
the rain." 

** True, Jamie, true," said Dauvit ; " or maybe insteed o*^ 
the braw tiled platform that we hae they micht hae left us a 
saft dirty heap o* red ashes, whare ony leddy body happenin'' 
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to slip an' fa' comin' oot o' the train wad be left wi' the bluid 
red mark o' Cain on her bonnie black silk goon. Bit na, 
Jamie, na, the Caley folk ken that gin they didna provide us 
wi' ilka convenience we'd hae the N.B. up like winkin', wi' a 
braw new central station at Millheugh. Bit, aha, Jamie lad^ 
the Caley folk can see as far through a whun rock as the 
maist o' folk, an' sae to keep us sweet they've provided us, 
as I said afore, wi' a big braw, commodious station jist at 
the very Cross." 

Jamie, who had up till now imagined that Dauvit was 
sploring a bit concerning the railway station, commenced to 
believe that 'twas actual truths that his neighbour told, and 
so, lookin' at Dauvit, he asked quite seriously, " Is it akwally 
true, Dauvit, that ye hae gotten a station at the Cross ? " 

** True ! " echoed Dauvit. ** Man alive, div ye think the 
Larkie folk bom eediwuts ? Div ye think they wad put up 
wi' ane o' the best payin' stations on the brainch haein' ocht 
else ? Man, Jamie, ye shairly dinna gae us credit for haein' 
ony enterprise." And hurriedly looking his watch he ex- 
claimed, " Eh, only ten meenutes to get my train ! I'll hae 
to rin, Jamie. Come up an' see us soon, man. Tak' the 
wattest day ye like ye'U fin' the hingers-on aboot the Cross a' 
as dry as ye'U be yersel'." So saying, he shook hands witb 
Jamie, and bidding him " Guid-bye " and to " be shair ari* 
come up soon," he hurriedly left, and so did I. 
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WHA'S BIT IS'T. 

DAISYDEN Farmhouse was said to be the ** best meat 
hoose " for servants in the whole countiy side. Its 
widowed mistress' opinion was — **Gin ye want guid wark 
and plenty o't, gae guid meat and plenty o't." Her invari- 
able practice at meal times was to put down the whole 
cheese, or whatever else it might be, with the remark — ** Tak' 
yer will o't." Geordie and Willie, the two ploughmen on 
the place, were, as they expressed it, ** fed up like prize 
swine," but, lackaday, new maisters mak* new laws. A Mr. 
Bridgeton, from Glasgow, a dabbler in rhyme, who signed 
himself " Scottish Poet,'' a man with small brain and huge 
-conceit, came about the house, and, strange to tell, managed 
to get the mistress of Daisyden to become his mistress also. 
At the first dinner Mr. B. partook of in Daisyden his fine 
poetic (?) feelings were shocked at the amount of cheese 
Geordie and Willie put out of sight. Next day at dinner 
time he got his wife to cut off a certain quantity for the two 
men, thus putting them on the allowance system. Being 
told by the servant lass what was to be what, they arranged 
that GecMrdie would eat all the cheese put down the first day, 
and that Willie would do the same the next, and if on the 
third day the whole cheeSe was not on the table they would 
eat their " tatties bare." First day passed with Geordie the 
sole cheese-eater. The second came — Willie did the same. 
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The third day the slice of cheese was left untouched. This 
nettled Mr. B. " Put down two pieces to-day, my dear, he 
said to his wife on the fourth day. Dinner passed, and 
again the cheese was untouched. On the fifth day Mrs. B., 
fairly disgusted with the state of matters, put down the whole 
cheese. Dinner was going on, and, as there were still no 
signs of the cheese being tasted, she exclaimed — " Whit's 
wrang wi* the cheese, callans ?" " There's naething wrang 
wi't,*' said Willie. " Whit way are ye no* eatin't, then ?" 
asked Mrs. B. " O, because," answered Willie, " We dinna 
ken wha^s bit it is" 






WHEN YOUR ENEMY SMITES YOU ON THE 

ONE CHEEK, &c. 

THE other day, while standing looking at the books in a 
newsagent's window, I overheard two boys quarrelling 
on the pathway behind me. On looking round I observed 
one of the boys lift his hand and strike the other full on the 
nose, causing that sensitive organ to bleed profusely. In- 
stantly the injured boy retaliated by hitting his opponent a 
tremendous blow on the ear, which sent him to the ground. 
Just at that moment a minister happened to turn the corner, 
and witnessed the knock down blow. Hurrying up to the 
conquerer, he said, " You bad boy, why did you do that P*^ 
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" He hut me furst," said the victorious urchin. " Hit you 
iirst," echoed the minister. Don't you know the Bible says 
— When your enemy smites you on the one cheek you 
should hold up the other ?" Looking at the minister with 
calm contempt, the boy made answer — ** It wis the beek he 
hut me on ; I couldna hand up anither nose, could I ?** 



HE WANTED A HANDICAP. 

IN Hamilton some time ago an old gentleman lay dyings 
In his younger and healthier days he was known to be 
exceedingly fond of a heart-heezing joke or a side-splitting 
story, and had once or twice gained the prize oflfered by the 
Editor of " Hamilton Herald " for best Scotch joke. Even 
at death's portals he could not resist the temptation to crack 
one. Turning to his son (one of Edinburgh's most eminent 
ministers of the Gospel) who was waiting by his father's 
deathbed, he said, " Sandy, when I'm deid ye'll bury me on 
the heighest bit o' ' The Quarry HiU.' " " Why, father," said 
the son, ^ why do you wish to be buried there ?" " Oo, be- 
cause, ye see, Sandy, when the last trumpet soun's, I'll can 
be fleein' awa'. up ayont *Muckle Yeamock' afore the 
Hamilton bodies get the dirt rubbit oot o' their een." 
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THE HICHT O' INQUEESITIVENESS. 

•'■^^E talk aboot inqueesitive folk," said auld Tammas 
X Toddleben to his ancient cronie Jamie Jooks, " Man, 
my brither Jock's that dagont keen to ken aboot ither folk's 
affairs that he'd gang a mile owre a man's throat wi' a lichted 
can'le to see what he'd got for his denner." " Weel," re- 
plied Jamie, ** I used to think oor Jock gey inqueesitive, but 
he couldna haud the can'le to that." 



RUSTIC INNOCENCE. 

JEANIE S , a native of Stonehouse, a village about 
eight miles from Hamilton, had got a ** place " in 
a dairy in Glasgow. Her " chap " (also belonging to 
Stonehouse) having got a holiday resolved to ** tak' a trip 
doon the length o' the Ceety an' see Jeanie." He arrived, 
got the hoose and of course Jeanie. After the usual kind 
*• speerin' for a' " was through, he happened to remark that 
" Giesga, was shairly awfu' quate the day." " Quate," said 
Jeanie, " gosh it canna be quate, there's a brakefu' o' folk in 
frae Hamilton this morning." 
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